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CHAPTER ONE 


(A woman called Maya) 


March 2020 


For most people, this date was just another ordinary day, but not for Maya Kaminski. 
For her it was the day when her whole world turned upside-down and it all started when 
she found a packet of peanuts in the glove compartment of her Porsche Boxter. 


38 3 2k 


As a working mum the weekend was the only time Maya had to spend quality time 
with her small family. A situation she had lived with, since she got married. It was the 
only way she could pursue a career. A large part of her Sundays was spent shopping, but 
on that particular Sunday she was frantically bustling around her kitchen, only because 
her housekeeper had rung in sick. Despite hating house work she grudgingly stepped in to 
keep her home in order. Having everything tidy, in its proper place was very important to 
her. As usual, she’d got up early and prepared breakfast for her family. Her husband 
Rama was already seated at the breakfast table eating his cornflakes whilst flickering 
through the pages of a local newspaper. 

As a Consultant Cardiologist who also serviced a private practice on the high 
street, on the side, Rama worked in a nearby general hospital in the city, twenty minutes 
away from home. He didn’t mind the commute, and most evenings including some 
weekends he spent in his surgery. 

‘Do you have to go in today, Rama?’ Maya asked, as she filled up the kitchen sink. 

‘I only need to see one patient, and then I would be back.’ 

‘Good. I have a long list of shopping.’ 


Maya and Rama lived on the paradise island nation of Mauritius, 15 kilometres 
south of the capital, Port Louis. They had moved there ten years ago because it was a safe, 
highly desirable gated community. Their only child, Ginie was nine and was quite a 
handful at times. Though small with long dark brown hair, she was a whimsical, 
independent soul, likable like her mother, and reserved like Rama. She attended a private 
school and on week days, after school she regularly spent the afternoon with her grandma 
until Maya would pick her up in the afternoon. 

As the cuckoo clock on the kitchen wall cooed seven times, Maya shouted to her 
daughter. 

‘Hurry up Ginie, your breakfast is getting cold!’ 

‘Tm coming, mum!’ 


Forty-two years old medium built Maya was six years younger than her husband 
and in good shape. She didn’t look her age at all. Having her mum to look after Ginie 
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meant she did not have to hire a childminder which was not always easy to find and 
perhaps more importantly it gave her time to exercise and keep herself fit. She loved 
every moment of the last ten years of her married life. It suited her perfectly. Never found 
it burdensome or boring. 

Noticing that Rama had finished his cornflakes Maya promptly removed the bowl 
and served him a nice French breakfast - the usual buttered toast and a mug of tea. The 
former picked up a piece of toast and took a bite. He could hear footsteps. It was Ginie 
rushing downstairs with her electronic tablet. At table, she clumsily poured some milk in a 
bowl full of chocolate rice crispies, spilling most of it on the table, and sat rushing 
through her breakfast whilst playing a game on her tablet. A habit Maya disapproved. 

‘How many times must I tell you Ginie, not to eat so fast?’ Maya scolded her. 

‘Sorry mum.’ She slowed down immediately. 

‘And put that tablet away,’ Maya commanded. 

“Yessss mum,’ Ginie answered sheepishly, detecting that her mother was still 
angry with her for breaking an expensive porcelain jar the day before, whilst in a fit of 
temper tantrum. 


Every morning before going to work Maya would drop Ginie off to school and 
would then pick her up from her mother’s place after she’d finished work. Although spare 
time was a premium she used her weekend wisely and spent it with her family and her 
immediate extended family. 

Despite everything, Maya was proud of her child and husband and she loved them 
to bits. She enjoyed her life, and had thrived in her ten-year marriage. She’d married 
Rama as soon as she’d graduated from university and the years had flown by like minutes. 
When she got married, Rama had just graduated from Medical School. Almost everything 
in their life had gone according to plan. There had been no major shocks or surprises, no 
significant disappointments in their marriage, no traumas with their dotted daughter. Maya 
and Rama regardless of being very busy people, they made it a priority to spend time with 
their daughter. They had no great regrets, and were well aware of how fortunate they 
were. 

Almost every Sunday Maya, accompanied by her husband and daughter, visited 
her in-laws. Although as a couple they had individual extracurricular pursuits, Rama liked 
to tease Maya about how boring they all were, and how predictable they were in their 
routines. Despite her husband’s remark, Maya took great pride in keeping it that way, for 
all of them. Everything about their life felt comfortable and safe. Some people might have 
called her life with Rama overly sterile, but Maya loved it that way, and Rama went along 
with it. 

“Why are you all dressed up dad?’ 

Maya swiftly cut in. “Your father got to go to work.’ 

‘Oh, how come? You don’t normally work on Sunday.’ 

‘This Sunday I am,’ Rama said, raising his eye brow. 

‘Great dad. My friend has a new tablet; with the extra money you'll be getting, can 
I have one too, Dad?’ Ginie asked in a cheeky voice, as she took a mouthful of coffee. 

‘What’s wrong with the one you’ve got?’ Rama questioned. 

‘Too limited...I can’t play the new games on it,’ Ginie replied. 

‘Be good and I’Il see what I can do,’ said Rama. 

‘Tam always good.’ 

‘By the way,’ said Rama, ‘it would be better if you think less of your tablet and 
more of your study.’ 

Maya interjected. ‘Eat your breakfast Ginie.’ 
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‘All right mum...’ Ginie sounded slightly irritated. 


For a nine-year old girl, Ginie could be quite talkative and she had a good sense of 
humour. When she was not playing with her tablet she would put on a DVD. Her 
favourite actress was Jennifer Aniston. She admired the way she played Devlin in ‘Just go 
with it’ and her approach in dealing with her children. She yearned to develop her caring 
attitude and fairness. In her room she had posters of Jennifer. 

Rama’s own youth and adolescence had been very similar to the life he and Maya 
had created for their child, a seemingly perfect world. Even after a decade of married life, 
she couldn’t wait for Rama to come home at night. She loved telling him what she’d done 
that day, and hearing about his day. She found his medical cases and his experiences at his 
surgery fascinating even after ten years, and she liked sharing her own work experiences 
with him. Rama was always enthusiastic and encouraging about what his wife did, but 
ideally he would have preferred his wife to be a fulltime mother. A sore subject that was 
best left alone. 

Ever since Maya had graduated from university, and through all the years of their 
marriage she had been working as a Marine Biologist. She loved doing that job because it 
fulfilled her. A few years back she was promoted to a higher position and was in the 
pipeline for another promotion. Maya led something of a double life as a result, a hard 
working career woman during the week and a devoted mother and wife on weekends. She 
always said that to her marriage was the best thing that had ever happened to her and was 
as essential as the air she breathed. She had proudly confessed to friends that marriage had 
brought her unexpected pleasures, a true bed of roses that she expected to last forever. She 
enjoyed countless happy moments with her husband including many visits to expensive 
restaurants, and entertaining friends in their tastefully furnished five-bedroom two storey 
house. 

Rama always said he was immensely proud of his wife, and even with his 
reservations, he had been supportive of her work, although in the latter years of his 
marriage, from time to time, he’d complained about Maya’s lack of energy when she 
came to bed which interfered with her mothering and display of affection towards him 
which he largely attributed to her allowing her career to take priority over her family life. 
Lack of regards to her husband’s complaint had unintentionally made Rama to feel 
alienated. 

Standing at the island in the kitchen, whisking an egg, Maya said, ‘by the way, 
Rama can you fix the bathroom blind, please?’ 

“What’s wrong with it?’ 

‘The cord is broken.’ And Rama answered, ‘I'll get someone to look at it.’ 


Rama was not DIY minded. He was more like TV comedian Frank Spencer, the 
last time he attempted to put up a shelf it fell down seconds later. At an early age, Rama 
had thoughts of a career in medicine, though it was more of a fantasy many young 
children harbour as they grow up. As a young boy, he used to accompany his mother to 
hospital and noticed how she had to wait for hours to be seen by one of the interns. Rama 
would feel her mother’s pulse whilst waiting for the doctor or nurse to attend to her. He 
would then ask them what the reading meant. Occasionally, there’d be an emergency and 
he could hear in people’s voice and in their quick movements the pace and emotions rise 
to meet the challenge. He’d heard the PA system call for a “Dr Raman” and fantasized 
that one day they’d be calling for a “Dr Kaminski.” 

Several years later, that day had come. As a junior doctor, Rama worked under the 
close guidance of the Director of Cardiology. He was always being called for one thing or 
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another. Now at the age of 48, he was a Cardiologist in charge of a Cardiac Unit. With 
power, had come extra responsibilities. 

Whilst Maya was finishing her tea she noticed a few hairs on Rama’s coat as he 
stood up to go to work. She jumped on her feet. 

‘Wait a minute, darling.’ 

‘T haven’t got a minute, I must go.’ 


Maya quickly grabbed a brush and dusted away the back of Rama’s coat. 

“Now turn round, let me look at you.’ 

Rama obliged. Maya promptly adjusted his neck tie. ‘I was thinking we could eat 
out tonight, but never mind.’ 

“We still can,’ said Rama with a grin. 

‘Great!’ Maya smiled. 

‘I should be back in an hour or two,’ Rama said as he planted a kiss on Maya’s lips 
and left saying he must go. 


Maya closed the front door behind him and walked upstairs, but suddenly she 
remembered how forgetful her husband could be. She rushed upstairs, leaned through the 
window and shouted, ‘make sure you come back home by one o’clock to take me 
shopping,’ she yelled. 

“Yes dear,’ Rama shouted back as he drove away hurriedly in his wife’s car. 


38 ok 2k 


A few yards down the road Rama stopped the car and made a call. The recipient 
promptly answered. 

“Yes. 

‘Is that you...?’ 

The person on the other end of the phone recognised the caller’s voice 
immediately and cut in. ‘Yes dear... what’s up?’ 

‘I just wanted to let you know I am on my way.’ 

‘Phew!’ The listener sighed with relief. ‘For a minute I thought you were going to 
tell me you couldn't make it.’ 

‘I’m just ten minutes away!’ and the line went dead. 


38 3 3k 


No sooner Rama had left, the phone rang. It was Maya’s mother, Devi, who 
needed a favour. She read a short list of items she wanted her daughter to buy for her. 

‘No worry mother...err...Rama gone to the surgery to see a patient...no, no, no, I 
told him to come back by one o’ clock.’ 


Mother and daughter continued their conversation for ten minutes or so before 
saying goodbye. After complaining to her mother that the housekeeper had gone sick, 
Maya cut off and spent the remainder of the morning cleaning the house. 

Following a tiresome morning, the house looked spick and span. Maya had 
dressed herself in a beautiful white sari and waited impatiently for Rama. When the 
cuckoo clock stroke one, she got restless and decided to call Rama’s mobile to check what 
was delaying him, sadly got no response. Five minutes later, there was a ping on her 
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mobile. She quickly checked the SMS, expecting it to be from Rama. Disappointingly it 
was from her service provider reminding her to top up before running out of credit. She 
paced around restlessly, fuming. She hated it when her husband kept her waiting, but 
having been married to him for nearly ten years, she knew how unreliable he sometimes 
could be and had to reluctantly grin and bear his tendency to be late. 

Half an hour later Rama returned. Conscious that he was late, he rushed to his 
wife, hurriedly apologised for his lateness, and said, ‘let’s go.’ 

“Where have you been?’ Maya yelled at her husband. 

“You know where I’ve been...let’s go,’ Rama retorted dismissively. 


Maya expected a better response, but biting her lower lip, she kept silent, took the 
apology with a pinch of salt and followed her husband to the car. Once Rama had his 
MERC out of the garage, she got in the passenger seat and they drove away to InterMart 
Supermarket, Ebéne. For almost fifteen minutes, Rama was noticeably silent. 

“You are awfully quiet Rama. Is everything okay?’ Maya asked looking concern. 

Rama turned his head slightly in the direction of his wife, ‘pardon me?’ 

Maya still gazing at him, removing a strand of her black silky hair partially 
covering her right eye, she repeated, ‘I asked if you’re alright.’ 

“Yes,” he nodded his head, even though he wasn’t. ‘Why shouldn’t I be?’ 

Maya’s slender shoulders rose and fell. ‘You don’t look it, that’s all!” 


Despite his denial, Maya suspected something was amiss but didn’t want to probe 
further as she knew how quick her husband could get irritated. She reached for her 
earphone and plugged it in her ears. Music always helped to relax her. Rama flipped on 
his turn signal, made a right turn onto Bourbon Street; drove two miles, and then entered 
the car park of one of the busiest shopping centre. They were not surprised to see the 
supermarket crowded with last minutes shoppers preparing for the Cavadee festival which 
was days away. 

‘Oh, God,’ Maya said, adding a groan for emphasis. ‘We should have gone to 
Jumbo supermarket, instead!’ and Rama responded, ‘I doubt if it would have been less 
busy.’ 

“Maybe if we had come earlier there would have been less people,’ Maya 
remarked with a touch of anger in her voice.’ 

‘Don’t, rub it in...I did say sorry for being late...] hate it when you try to make a 
mountain out of a molehill!’ 

‘Sorry,’ Maya apologised. “Believe it or not, I don’t mean to upset you.’ She 
scrambled out of the car, slammed the door, and then walked towards the trolley-stand 
with Rama following close behind. 

‘Have you got change?’ Maya asked as she attempted to release a trolley and 
Rama immediately took a ten-rupee coin from his pocket and placed it in the slot. 


After three hours of walking from aisle to aisle, and another half an hour queuing 
at the checkout, they were back in the car driving home. 

Maya’s dreams had always been the same: home and family. With a home and a 
family to love, she could take pretty much anything life threw her way. Well, she had a 
beautiful home and she certainly had a family. One beautiful daughter, one brother, a 
mother and father who were of pension age, and enough aunts, uncles, and cousins to fill 
an entire village. She, also, had a responsible job and a part time gardener as well as a 
house cleaner. But if she didn’t have a man to hold her when the going got rough, she 
feared her life would become difficult. 
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Rama stopped for the traffic light at the corner of Trotter and Trotter, and his mind 
was elsewhere. One block away from home, he would be able to go and hide in his study 
and make that important phone call. Another three minutes, and he’d be there. He flicked 
on his right-turn signal and angled onto Rue de L’ institut, and seconds later as he turned 
into his driveway, the garage door automatically lifted up. He muttered a word he hadn’t 
used since the day he got in between one of the cats and his bulldog. Maya noticed that 
Rama had parked her car facing the wrong way. Its front bumper nosed was against the 
wall when she preferred it facing the garage door. Rama pulled into the garage, next to his 
wife’s two-seater Porsche Boxster convertible. 

As soon as Maya got out of her husband’s MERC she rushed straight towards the 
Porsche prompting Rama to ask, ‘where are you going?’ 

‘To turn the car round,’ she replied. 

Realising it was his fault he shouted, ‘I'll do it,’ but Maya turned down the offer. 
She did not mind doing it; besides, she needed to pick something from the glove 
compartment.’ 
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Turning the car round was not a big problem, but opening the glove compartment 
whilst sitting on the driver side was cumbersome. She had to lean over to her left and 
stretch her arm to reach the lever. As she pulled it upwards the compartment-flap opened 
causing a sachet of peanuts to unexpectedly fall out emptying some of its contents on the 
carpet. She was bemused! She bent over further down to pick it up. She knew it was 
definitely not there the previous day when she’d swept the car. Neither could it have been 
put there by her husband since he was allergic to that legume. It was a find that put her in 
deep confusion. She got out of the car, walked across and opened the passenger door. She 
stared at the peanuts that were everywhere on the carpet of the car for a long moment, 
shaking her head before picking them up. Whilst doing so, she looked underneath the 
passenger seat, and found a lipstick. It was not the type she used. Her heart nearly 
stopped! She rested her head against the door frame in a mixture of rage and sadness. 

Ordinarily she was not the kind of person who would jump to rash conclusion, but 
on that occasion she could not helped thinking the worst. Her suspicion had risen. Until 
that moment of her discovery, she’d no reason to suspect her husband of any wrong doing. 
Ignoring the occasional frictions that almost all married couples went through, until then 
she was always confident she had a solid marriage. Nevertheless, the thought that her 
husband might be cheating on her was quite disturbing. She frowned and chewed her 
bottom lip in thought. Maya’s heart was beating so fast she found it hard to breathe. She 
wanted to scream but couldn’t. After struggling to get on her feet she carried herself into 
the study where her husband was on the phone talking to someone, and their eyes locked. 

‘Give me a second, please,’ Rama signalled with his fore-finger, but Maya was not 
having it. ‘No, I want to talk to you now,’ she insisted, raising her voice. 

Rama could not see what was so urgent. ‘Can’t it wait? Iam talking...’ His 
response led Maya to yell, “no, it can’t!’ and stared seriously at her husband. ‘I need 
answers and I need them right now.’ 


She was unaware that the person on the other end of the phone could hear her 
shouting, but even if she was conscious of it, it is doubtful if she would have acted 
different as she was too angry to control herself. Smelling trouble the listener cut off. 

Rama looked straight at his wife. ‘Why do you sound so hostile? What’s up?’ he 
asked. 
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After a deep breath Maya said, ‘guess what I found in the glove compartment of 
my car?’ 

Rama moved reassuringly towards his wife, ‘I give up...tell me?’ he said dryly 
and Maya waved the sachet of peanuts, ‘I found that in the glove compartment of my 
car?’ she said loudly, looking smug. 

‘Oh what is it?’ he asked with a frown and she answered, ‘Peanuts!’ 

‘Peanuts,’ he echoed, with some annoyance in his voice. ‘You know perfectly 
well, that I do not eat them,’ he said dismissively. “You interrupted my phone call to tell 
me that?’ 

‘If you didn’t put it there who then did?’ 

‘How would I know?’ Rama questioned, raising his voice slightly. ‘Maybe one of 
your friends you gave a lift to.’ As he said that a lump formed deep inside his throat when 
he suddenly recalled who might have put it there. 


The expression on his face rapidly changed and he looked slightly uncomfortable. 
Rama had never been good at concealing things from his wife but that was one time when 
he wished he’d mastered the skill. On the other hand, Maya knew her husband was lying, 
but more importantly why was he? Until that time she believed Rama had always been 
straight with her. 

Shaking his head, ‘I don’t know why you are making such a big deal,’ Rama said. 
Softening his tone Rama added, ‘look just throw that bloody thing away and let’s have an 
early night,’ he suggested with a grin as his eyes boring into hers. 


The ugly feeling in the centre of Maya’s chest was a brand-new sensation, and she 
didn’t like it. She wanted to believe that she was mistrusting her husband unjustly. Maybe 
he fancied some peanuts, she thought and was too ashamed to admit he gave in to an urge. 
But there was the question of the lipstick which she’d also found? 

Maya put her hands together and raised them towards her mouth. ‘I pray you 
aren’t cheating on me.’ 

Rama put his arms around her and whispered, ‘do you really think I would do that 
to you, Maya? Come on, let’s have an early night,’ he begged. 


Maya decided not to pursue the question of the lipstick at that moment and she 
instantly followed her husband into the bedroom. Whilst they were making love her mind 
was elsewhere and so was his. The idea that another woman may have come between 
them frightened and angered her. If that was the case, she was going to fight tooth and nail 
for what she considered was hers, but she couldn’t help wondering if she was partly 
responsible. 


38 38 3k 


What started as a pleasant morning, by the evening, Maya’s peaceful and perfect 
life had suddenly turned into a nightmare knocking her for six. As she was lying next to 
her husband, her head resting on his bare hairy chest, she thought about the lipstick. 

‘Rama,’ she asked softly. ‘If you were having an affair you would tell me, 
wouldn’t you?’ 

‘Err...are we back to that, again?’ 

‘It’s just that if I am about to lose you, I want to know,’ which prompted Rama to 
pull her closer to him. ‘You are not going to lose me, okay,’ he said reassuringly. 
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She lifted her head, planted a kiss on his cheek and got out of bed. 
‘Now where are you going?’ Rama said. 
‘I know you’ ve already had your dessert,’ she grinned, ‘how about supper?’ 


Rama looked at her and shook his head in wonderment. He couldn’t understand 
how life with her could have got stale. She looked so gorgeous with her long, silky black 
hair that fell to her mid back; a cute, delicate nose and big brown eyes that gave her an 
innocent look. She had the perfect figure that had been the envy of her female friends of 
her age. She was 5’6", but most of her height was in her legs, long and shapely, leading 
your eyes up to a high, pert ass. For all intent and purposes she was just as cute as the 
Indian actress Madhuri Dixit, if not cuter. 

The night of passion was probably what Rama needed, to put back the spice that 
had dwindled out of his marriage, although that was not all. Maya was far from being a 
person who could be easily fooled. Her find had led her to suspect her marriage was in 
trouble and if so, she knew she had to do something to rescue it. 2 
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CHAPTER TWO 


(All is fair in love and war) 


e next morning Maya picked up the phone and booked an appointment with 
her hair dresser. Half an hour later she was in the hairdressing salon. 
‘I need a makeover,’ said Maya as she was practically strapped into the chair 
at the Royal House of Beauty. 
“You have come to the right place,’ the stylist, a tall brown man named Nathan, 
reassured her. 
‘Do your very best, my marriage depends on it.’ 
‘By the time I’ve finished with you lady,’ said Nathan, ‘you would looked ten 
years younger and men would be chasing after you.’ 
‘I only want one man to chase after me and his name is Rama,’ Maya asserted 
convincingly. 


Nathan’s silver scissors glinted in the morning light and got to work. When he’d 
finished, he gave Maya a mirror. She glanced at her reflection and couldn’t believe how 
revived and radiant she looked. She’d told Nathan to do his best, and he did. Before she 
had her hair done she was already gorgeous and close to perfection but now she looked 
even more attractive than ever. What would Rama think if he saw her now? 


38 28 3k 


Despite the heavy traffic, Rama had driven to work and had arrived in time. Whilst 
doing his routine ward round he was assisted by Dr Gud. The latter noticed Rama 
appeared to be in a sad mood. It was a no-brainer for her to guess the reason, since the 
previous evening whilst she was on the other end of the phone conversing with him she 
had overheard his wife shouting. Dr Gud who was Rama’s medical assistant was 
young—only 27 years old, very attractive and the daughter of the director of a Sugar 
factory, whilst her mother was a home maker. Being the only daughter she was 
understandably spoiled. Realising that their daughter was a grown up single woman, on 
various occasions her parents had suggested a suitor for her, but she had promptly turned 
their choice down. What they didn’t know and would be shocked to learn was that she 
was secretly madly in love with Rama who was not only of a different ethnic group, but 
was twice her age and also married. 

After seeing the last patient, they made their way to the coffee room. No sooner 
they were inside and had closed the door; Dr Gud pulled Rama towards her, wrapped her 
arms lovingly around his neck and they stayed close to each other for a moment. Rama 
then pulled away and they gaped sweetly into each other’s eyes. 

‘Let me see you,’ said Rama. 

‘Ugh, you have seen me already,’ Dr Gud said shaking her head wearing a cute 
smile. 

Rama nodded. ‘I know, but I want to look at you properly, I want to look at only 
you, always,’ he said tenderly, sounding quite sincere. 


They stared at each other lingeringly again, with every part of them desiring each 
other. Cupping her face with both hands, ‘you are more beautiful than you probably credit 
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yourself and young too,’ Rama said. “Youcan have anyone you so choose... I don’t know 
what you want with a simple man like me.’ 


Dr Gud gazed warmly at Rama begging for a kiss and the latter obliged. They 
kissed fervently. 

Then with her arms around his neck and her burning cheek resting against his, ‘I 
love it when I am close to you,’ she said, ‘and that the way I want it to be forever and 
ever.’ 

Rama once again pulled her away from him and looking into her eyes he repeated 
affectionately, ‘I'll always love you,’ and then they walked towards a corner table where 
the cup and saucers were. 


Dr Gud picked up two cups and signalled to Rama for him to go and sit himself 
down on the sofa. From his seat, he watched with fascination at his newly found love 
pouring the coffee. God, she is beautiful, he thought. He would have sworn she didn’t 
look any different than when he’d first noticed her. Although three months had elapsed 
since they had declared their love for each other she still had the same amazing look and 
personality, a rare combination. She still had the long, loose black hair and she still had 
that gleam in those big, innocent eyes that seemed to go almost liquid when she got 
aroused. 

‘Tell me truthfully. I am not exactly that handsome or have a great physique and I 
am twice your age, so why me?’ 


Dr Gud didn’t answer immediately. She walked slowly towards him carrying two 
cups of coffee. When she got near she handed him one cup, keeping the other and sat 
down on the floor near his feet. After a brief thought, she raised her head and looked at 
Rama. 

“You asked a difficult question for which I have no simple answer.’ Shifting her 
gaze to the floor, ‘all I know,’ she added, ‘the moment I saw you, I knew you were the 
one I have been looking for.’ Looking at him again she continued, ‘I have even told a 
male colleague who has persistently been chasing me and even proposed marriage that if I 
ever marry any one it would be you.’ 

Rama frowned. ‘But you do know I am already married?’ 

She flushed embarrassingly. ‘I know, I don’t care...I can wait.’ 

“You can wait?’ Rama echoed with a grimace. ‘For how long?’ 

‘For ever if needs be,’ she answered instantly. 

Rama shook his head in disbelief. ‘That a long time?’ 

She looked up at him, wide-eyed. ‘What’s the matter? Are you going anywhere?’ 
Dr Gud retorted quizzically. 

Rama rolled up his eyes, ‘Nooo...err...Do you want me to tell you what I think?’ 

She swallowed. ‘Go on, I’m listening.’ 

‘I think, you were ready to fall in love and I just happened to be the first man to 
catch your eye...I am sure after a while you will be fed up, give me the brush off and 
ready to find someone closer to your age.’ 

Dr Gud looked solemnly at Rama, ‘please don’t say that...not even as a joke...I 
love you Tarte Banane.’ 

‘Tarte Banane? Rama echoed. ‘That’s not my name,’ he laughed as he reminded 
her gently. ‘This is a banana pie, isn’t it?’ 

Dr Gud laughed sweetly saying, ‘yes it is my favourite Mauritian style food.’ 

After a short pause she added, “to me, besides you being macho, self sufficient and 
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sure of yourself, when I see you, all I want to do is to eat you.’ 
Rama smiled. ‘Then I'll call you Laddoo,’ he said, which was a sphere-shaped 
sweet originated in the Indian subcontinent and was his favourite dessert. 


She laughed and took a sip of her coffee. 
‘Now tell me,’ Dr Gud asked. ‘What happened at your home yesterday?’ 


There was a sudden dead silence. When she received no answer, determined to 
elicit a response, she decided to probe. 

“You are not going to share, are you Tarte Banane? Whilst we were on the phone, I 
did hear your wife shouting. Did she find out about us?’ 


Rama instantly grabbed her hands in his, ‘Laddoo darling,’ he said, ‘I had a very 
rough time yesterday. Maya found the sachet of peanuts you left in the car.’ 

‘Oh!’ She bit her lip. ‘Why didn’t you tell her it was yours?’ 

‘How could I, she knew I am allergic to them?’ 

‘Sugar!’ Dr Gud voiced and reproached herself for being so clumsy. She 
immediately got off the floor and sat next to Rama. 

‘How did you explain it away?’ 

‘Urhm...I didn’t really, but I managed to take her mind off it.’ 


She stared at him for a few seconds...and then a strange smile twitched her lips. 

‘Clever you... I spent the entire weekend worrying about you, waiting impatiently 
for a phone call from you. Why didn’t you call?’ 

‘I just couldn’t,’ Rama said, and she nodded. ‘I understand.’ 

‘We really need to be more discreet.’ 

“Yes, yes.” She nodded in agreement. 


Suddenly the door swung open and another doctor came in for his coffee. He 
smiled at them as he had already heard that there was something going between them. 
Rama and Dr Gud excused themselves and left. 
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Later on that Sunday, after finishing work Rama went to visit Sterne Clark in his 
bungalow. The latter had always treated him as if he was one of his sons. Sterne was a 
Mauritian writer/novelist who for the last fifty-one years had been living in the UK with 
his wife and children and on 31% March of the same year had come alone to visit his 
homeland. Each time Sterne had come to Mauritius, Rama had picked him up at the 
airport himself or had arranged for someone to do so and dropped him at his bungalow. 
Rama had always ensured Sterne’s holidays went smoothly. 

After greeting each other they sat and talked whilst sipping a whisky which Sterne 
had bought from the duty free at the SSR airport and eating cheese to grease the lining of 
their stomach. They were sharing experiences when out of the blue Rama shocked Sterne 
by disclosing he was in love with a beautiful woman who made him extremely happy, 
happier than he had been for a very long time and didn’t know what to do about it. 

Sterne could not quite believe his ears. ‘Are you serious?’ 


Rama nodded and instantly appeared embarrassed. 
“How long has this been going on?’ 
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‘Since last January... we were at a staff party and we happened to be dancing 
together when she told me she fancied me. It mushroomed from there.’ 


Although he trusted Sterne, he half wished he hadn’t shared that piece of 
information, and swiftly avoided talking further about it. 
‘Whatever you do, be discreet son,’ Sterne advised. 


What Sterne didn’t know but became aware later on, Maya was already suspicious 
of Rama’s affair. Neither did he know the identity of the woman Rama was in love with, 
since the latter had chosen to keep it a secret. 

After a few whiskies, Rama left the bungalow and drove home. Whilst he was 
doing so, he received a call from Dr Gud. He immediately parked the car in a lay-by and 
they chatted for almost an hour before wishing each other goodnight. When he’d arrived 
home, although it was already past eight o’clock and expected Maya to be in bed, he 
found her in the lounge waiting for him and looked different. 

“What have you done to your hair?’ 

‘Don’t you like it?’ 

‘Don’t I like it?’ he echoed with a grin. ‘You look fabulous...I wish...’ 

Maya quickly cut in, ‘yes do tell me, what do you wish?’ 

‘Come here you beautiful beast.’ 


Maya jumped on her feet and they hugged each other whilst he whispered in her 
ear. ‘I wish you happiness always.’ But what he really wanted to say is that he wished 
she’d looked that fabulous all the time. 

“You are my happiness, Rama,’ she whispered back. ‘Come, let’s eat...I’ve 
cooked your favourite meal.’ 


She took him by the hand and led him sexily to the dining table. Moments later 
Maya came out of the kitchen carrying a pan. Placed it on the table in front of him, and 
immediately lifted the lid revealing a tasty Creole lamb stew. The aroma made Rama 
smile. 

“Sit down, Maya,’ Rama said. 


He first served her and then served himself. He poured red wine in two glasses and 
passed one to his wife. They lifted their glass simultaneously. 

‘To us,’ Rama said sincerely. 

‘To us,’ Maya echoed, with a light heart. 


They then started to eat, and told each other about their day. Well, Rama couldn't 
spoil the evening, so by necessity he was economical with his account. They exchanged 
pleasantries making each other laugh. It didn’t escape their notice that they hadn’t sat 
together for a meal and a chat for a long time because they had been too busy 
concentrating on their career. 

After dinner, they were both feeling a little frisky as they made their way to the 
bedroom. When Rama was fast asleep, Maya checked his mobile and was at pain to 
discover several incoming and outgoing calls for a particular number had taken placed for 
a while. She checked the duration of those calls and found most of them were over an 
hour compared to calls made to or received from other numbers and they were much 
shorter. She wrestled with the idea of confronting her husband about it but finally decided 
she would first call that number as soon as it was convenient. Blinking back tears, she 
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closed her eyes and struggled to fall asleep. By the time her alarm clock was due to strike 
she was fast asleep. If the housekeeper did not ring the door bell, she would have been late 
for work. When she opened her eyes the temptation to stay in bed was strong, but it was 
Tuesday. That was usually a very busy day, and her boss would not be amused if she 
didn’t turn up. He was the kind who asked awkward questions, and as she was due to be 
promoted it wouldn’t have looked good. An hour later she was in the corridor walking to 
her office when two guys who looked enough alike to be brothers passed her by. She 
recognised the older one from the parking lot earlier. He wasn’t exactly handsome, not 
with that curly head of hair and those rough features, but there was something so macho 
about him that she found him quite appealing. The younger one was a smaller, less 
battered version. They probably were brothers, she thought. The older of the two men had 
looked at her and smiled slightly. The smile was shadowed, shaded with sorrow she felt 
deep in her bones. A man looked at her, and she was reading layers of back story into his 
smile. Get a grip, Maya reprimanded herself. It was not the time to complicate her life 
further. Leave other men for the women who are unattached. She already had her hands 
full with her own man who appeared to have forgotten how to be faithful. Although part 
of her felt that that may well be the way to give Rama a dose of his own medicine. Maybe 
one day down the road she’d be able to smile back at a man and see what happened, but 
right now romance with someone else was at the bottom of her list. 

‘Good morning,’ Maya said to her secretary as she passed her desk. 

‘Good morning Mrs Kaminski. Wow what a beautiful hairdo! Nadina commented 

‘I like it, too,’ Maya answered with a gentle smile as she made her way to her 
office. 


The moment she sat herself down, she picked up her office phone and dialled the 
number she copied from her husband’s phone. 

‘Dr Gud here,’ the voice on the other end of the line answered. 

‘Tam Maya...’ 

‘Did you say Maya?’ 

“Yes, Maya Kaminski.’ 


Dr Gud was shocked to hear Maya’s voice. She knew of her of course but never 
expected her to call and she impulsively cut off. How did she get my number? She 
silently asked herself. She felt a shiver. 

Maya didn’t expect to be cut off so abruptly, but she took no offence as she 
probably would have done the same if she was in Dr Gud’s place. She tried the number 
again. 

As soon as the recipient answered, Maya bluffed, ‘I know you are having an affair 
with my husband, for my daughter’s sake, please leave him alone.’ And the line went 
dead again. 


Dr Gud was shaken and scared. For the first time, she wondered if she was doing 
anything wrong, but quickly pushed that thought away. Her heart was fighting hard to rule 
her head. 

She glanced at Rama who happened to be standing next to her. ‘That was your 
wife, again.’ 

‘Oh damn!’ Rama voiced aloud. ‘She is on to us...if only we have been more 
discreet.’ 

Dr Gud was quick to take the blame. ‘It’s my entire fault... damn peanuts!’ 

Rama shook his head. ‘It’s too late to worry about that now!’ 
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‘What are we going to do?’ 

“Yes indeed, what are we going to do...come clean I guess.’ 
‘Is that wise?’ 

‘Better than keep lying,’ Rama retorted sounding irritated. 


He glanced at his watch and saw it was nearing ten o’clock. They both went to do 
the ward round and agreed to talk further later. Neither of them was in their usual cheerful 
self. They rushed through seeing the patients. Even the ward sister in charge of the cardiac 
unit noticed how hurried and preoccupied they were. She knew of their shenanigans, but 
her lips were sealed. Whilst she did not approve she wasn’t one to judge, though as soon 
as the opportunity had presented itself she was quick to offer her opinion. Sometime that 
morning, Dr Gud had gone back to the ward and complained to the ward sister that she 
was having a severe headache. 

‘Sit down and I’ll give you a massage.’ 

‘Oh, thank you,’ Dr Gud said, and sat down on a chair. The ward sister moved 
behind her and started to massage her shoulders and neck. 

‘Doctor, you are so beautiful. Why don’t you find someone with whom you can 
relax and enjoy yourself?’ 

Dr Gud was taken aback. ‘Please don’t tell me again,’ she snapped. ‘Don’t you 
understand Rama and I—’ she started to talk and then stopped abruptly. 


The suggestion that she should end her relationship with Rama was not well 
received. She was in too deep. 

‘Dr Gud,’ the sister said, ‘Rama is married. He can never love you and will never 
love you. He will never leave his family unless he is strong enough...I know these kinds 
of men they just pass time with young girls then it’s over...it’s so common nowadays. 
Please search for someone worthy of you and you will be happy.’ 


Dr Gud felt the concern in the ward sister’s voice, and though she knew what she 
was being told made sense, yet she just sat quietly feeling incapable of breaking away. # 
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CHAPTER THREE 


(Decision, Decision, Decision) 


t was Tuesday, well after 5.00 p.m. when Maya had finished work; she drove 
to her mother’s house. Ginie was in her grandmother’s lounge playing quietly 
on her tablet when Maya had let herself in by the back door. As soon as Ginie 
yther she rushed to her and they hugged each other. 

“Have you been good?’ Maya asked her daughter as she lifted her up to her waist. 

She nodded, ‘yep.’ 

‘Good girl.’ Maya gave her daughter a bar of chocolate. ‘Here, that’s for you.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Ginie said and planted a kiss on her mother’s cheek. 

‘Where is your grandma?’ 

‘In the kitchen,’ Ginie replied. 


As Maya approached the kitchen door the air smelled of freshly brewed coffee and 
the faintest hint of cigarette smoke. Rather than voicing her disapproval she limited her 
criticism to a raised eyebrow. 

‘Don’t say it,’ Devi said, ‘I know you don’t like my smoking,’ and pointed toward 
the open window overlooking the garden. ‘Give it a few minutes and you’ll never know I 
have sinned.’ 

“Yes mother,’ Maya said, shaking her head. 


Devi was a tall and beautiful sixty-year-old woman with short wavy hair, 
enormous brown eyes, and more energy than her daughter. Having her agreeing to pick 
Ginie from school was a great help otherwise Maya would have needed to pay for a 
childminder, which was difficult to find and did not come cheap. After a brief chat with 
her mother, Maya left with her daughter. Whilst driving home Ginie was sitting quietly in 
the back of the car holding her tablet and playing a computer game. 

‘Mummy...’ Ginie suddenly said. 

“Yes bébé.’ 

‘Do you still love daddy?’ 

‘Of course I do. Why do you ask?’ 

‘T heard you shouting at him.’ 

‘Did you bébé? Don’t let it worry you. It will not happen again.’ 

‘I love daddy lots...and you too.’ 

“We both love you too very much, bébé.’ 


Ginie was daddy’s little girl and Rama was much more tolerant of her occasional 
naughty behaviours than Maya. Despite his busy life he made it his duty to spend time 
with her and took great interest in her welfare. Before Maya took over that responsibility, 
each morning on his way to work Rama used to drop her to a private school and his 
mother-in-law would pick her up and take her to her place. Ginie was always full of 
energy, quite advanced for her age and inclined to temper tantrums, especially when she 
did not get her own way. Most of all she was very observant, little went by that escaped 
her watchful eyes. 

Maya hoped that if there was one thing that could help her save her marriage it 
would be Ginie but she was determined that she would not used her as a means to hold on 
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to her husband. 

After twenty minutes of driving, she was home and was delighted to find a parcel 
containing a new outfit she had ordered waiting for her. There was also a message on the 
answer machine from the manager of Crescent hotel confirming her booking for two, for a 
weekend away. 
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MEANWHILE, at the hospital, during lunchtime, sitting opposite each other in the 
staff canteen were Rama and Dr Gud. For a while they’d said little to each other and 
concentrated on their food. But neither of them was really enjoying their meal. Dr Gud 
using her knife and fork she was playing with her food rather than eating. She was 
thinking, thinking what she could and should say that would persuade Rama to do the 
right thing and the right thing as far as she was concerned was to fight for their love and 
make it public. 

“Tarte Banane,’ Dr Gud said, breaking the ice. 

Rama raise his head, ‘Yes, Laddoo.’ 

‘Have you thought any further what you are going to do?’ 

“Yes. I can’t lie to my wife anymore.’ 

‘So you are definitely going to tell her tonight then?’ 

Rama nodded. ‘Yes.’ 


That was what she wanted him to say and she was quietly satisfied. At long last 
she thought, Rama was taking their relationship seriously and had found the courage to 
come clean. J was right not to have listened to that nosey ward sister’s advice that I 
should terminate the relationship, she quietly congratulated herself. 

“You are right, it is not fair on her,’ Dr Gud said. ‘I don’t like this secrecy neither, 
anymore... it has been going on for far too long... but I also don’t want you to do 
anything that you do not want to... not even for me... whatever you do must be because 
you want to.’ 

“You know I love you, Laddoo,’ Rama confirmed. 

She put her right hand on his and maintaining eye contact, ‘I know,’ she said. 

Then looking away briefly she added, ‘I really want you, Tarte Banane... I don’t know 
what I would do if I should ever lose you.’ 

“You won’t,’ Rama said reassuringly. ‘Everything would turn out fine, you’ll see.’ 

‘I believe you,’ she said with a cautious sense of relief that everything was about 
to be in the open. 


Of course the next difficult step was going to be her telling her parents. However, 
that was further from her mind at that time. She knew they would most probably object 
because of the age difference, still she had convinced herself that after they had got over 
the initial shock they would accept her choice and support her. 
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It was well after eleven o’clock at night when Rama got home. He looked 
absolutely exhausted, and all he wanted to do was to take a shower and get into bed, but 
there was something important he needed to do first. He had already rehearsed the words 
he was going to use to come clean with Maya. Whilst he didn’t know exactly how his 
wife was going to react, he suspected she was going to be upset. He expected to see tears 
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coupled with awkward questions, for which he was vaguely prepared. He expected to see 
Maya already in bed half asleep, but as he opened the front door, he was surprised to see 
her rushing towards him, flung her arms around his neck and planted a loving kiss on his 
lips. Something she only used to do during their first year of marriage, up to the time their 
daughter was born. 

‘... long day ...” Maya asked caringly, leaning back against him, and Rama pulled 
her closer. He stank of sweat but she didn’t mind. She knew a good shower would soon 
make him smelling delicious. 

She turned around in his arms and kissed him again, and he held her tight for a 
long moment. 

Maya looked at him lovingly, ‘... bad day?’ she asked him softly. 

‘No, just long,’ Rama said, admiring her in the moonlight that was filtering into 
their room. ‘Sorry I am so late. Everything okay here?’ 

‘Fine,’ she said cheerfully, nestling happily in his arms. It was the place she liked 
best to be. ‘I got a surprise for you,’ Maya murmured, ‘but first come and sit down with 
me in the lounge.’ 


Maya helped her husband to take his coat off, took his arm and led him to his 
preferred sofa. 

“You said you had a surprise, I can’t wait.’ 

She shook her head disapprovingly. ‘Patience my man, first can I get you a drink?’ 

With a raised eyebrow he replied, ‘Err...1 wouldn’t mind a whisky.’ 

‘A whisky coming up, sir,’ Maya said cheerfully and walked to the drink cabinet. 
Seconds later she handed him a glass containing double black whisky on the rock. ‘Enjoy 
whilst I get your dinner. You must be famished.’ 

‘Err... I’m not actually!’ 

‘Oh! How come? After a hard day’s work a man needs a good meal and she 
disappeared in the kitchen. 

‘Listen,’ Rama said calling Maya, why don’t you come and sit down, we need to 
talk?’ 


He wanted to tell her what was on his mind, but she was so busy concentrating on 
what she was doing she didn’t hear Rama’s request which left him taking a mouthful of 
whisky and tolerating the unexpected reception. Having taken the biggest decision of 
ending his marriage, he had thought he would come in, speak what was on his mind and 
took himself to bed. Suddenly he needed to work out how he would handle the unforeseen 
situation. Moments later Maya carried a huge Pyrex bowl to the dining table. The aroma 
was enough to tantalise his salivary glands causing him to suddenly work out an appetite. 

‘Come,’ Maya beckoned her husband. 


As he sat at table he lifted the lid covering the Pyrex bowl and drew in a deep 
breath. She served her husband a full plate of that lamb curry Tikka Masala and pilau rice 
she had prepared before serving herself, poured Chianti wine in two glasses and sat down. 
He mixed a small portion of rice with the lamb curry and put a spoonful in his mouth. He 
couldn’t believe how delicious it tasted. He always knew his wife was a good cook, but 
that night she had really excelled. 

‘This is very, very nice,’ Rama said thinking that was the surprise his wife had 
referred to earlier. 

‘Thank you,’ Maya said, delighted her husband appreciated her cooking. ‘Now 
listen, I took the liberty of booking this coming weekend away just for you and me so we 
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can be alone and enjoy us and—.’ 

Rama cut in immediately. Looking straight at his wife ‘sounds great,’ he said, “but 
I am on night duties this weekend.’ 

“You are the boss, so change or swap it,’ Maya ordered abruptly. ‘It was not easy 
arranging it so quickly,’ she added sharply. ‘Besides I have already paid upfront. I don’t 
want to lose the money.’ 

‘Thanks for the thought,’ Rama said trying hard to sound appreciative but I’m 
gonna have to—.’ 

Maya was quick to jump in. ‘What is it— you can’t get a replacement, or 
something?’ Maya asked. ‘Do you realise you’re passing up two nights of passion? Err... 
a chance for us to put back the fire in our relationship? It seems I am the only one here 
making the effort.’ Maya frustratingly rested her knife and fork on the edge of her plate 
looking unhappy. 


The sudden change of atmosphere made Maya wince. Js it worse than it looks? 
Maya thought. No way would her husband pass on such an opportunity. Pass on two 
nights of passion! Why? It must be that bitch of a woman! 

Out of the blue, Maya had a brand-new understanding of why Rama had been 
coming home late and moody for the past weeks. The future was looking downright scary. 
Yeah, she murmured to herself struggling to hide her feelings. 

Maya plucked up the courage, “there is another woman, isn’t it? No need to lie 
anymore. Anyone I know?’ 

‘Nope,’ Rama replied avoiding eye contact. 

“What do you mean? There isn’t another woman or she is no one I know?’ 

‘The first,’ Rama said faintly. 


Despite Rama’s denial that he was having and affair, Maya was convinced he was 
lying. She looked resentfully at him unable to understand why he was not admitting he 
was seeing another woman. She wanted to tell him about the lipstick she had found in her 
car, but continued to keep quiet about it. 

Rama was the most successful of four siblings. Being the only son he’d been 
spoiled rotten from the cradle. He realised he was in a sticky situation and wished he 
could turn the clock back. He wished he could find a middle ground where he could have 
his cake and eat it. He wrestled with himself if he should have this weekend away with his 
wife if only to appease her and still continue to be with that someone who was very 
special to him. Maybe he and Dr Gud weren’t meant to be secret lovers. Maybe they were 
meant to be thrown kicking and screaming into the middle of family life so they could 
discover if what they’d found was the real thing. Every time he saw her, every time he 
heard her voice, he felt himself falling deeper into something that seemed a hell of a lot 
like love. If he was asked about love the previous year, he would’ve laughed in your face. 
He would’ve said he didn’t believe in love at first sight or any of the hundred other 
romantic clichés people had invented to disguise pure unadulterated lust. Not that there 
was anything wrong with lust. Except for the fact that when it came to how he felt about 
Dr Gud, lust didn’t even come close. Lust was a poor relation, a watered-down impostor 
compared to the urgent, powerful, downright magical emotions she brought to life inside 
him. Every time he thought he’d managed to find a label that neatly described the way she 
made him feel, she made him feel something else, something newer and more profound, 
something that made it impossible for him to see a future without her. She made him 
forget all the ways he’d failed. When he held her in his arms he could forget all his 
troubles. When he made love to her, he was at peace, something he hadn’t experienced 
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compartment of her car. If he could he would have come clean that very night. He would 
have told Maya then what was in his heart, he would have told her everything, and took 
his chances. Instead he chickened out and had had to continue living a lie. He didn’t want 
that anymore. He thought his wife had a right to know, but finding the right time was what 
had held him back. Unfortunately for him life didn’t come with a timetable. He’d learnt 
that the hard way, when his father died. One minute he was living his life, going on 
holidays, dreaming of more things he wanted to do, and the next they’re laying him in a 
casket. The blink of an eye, the snap of two fingers, all can be over before one can say 
Hail Mary. 

“You know what Maya,’ Rama said. ‘I think you are right. I'll get someone to 
cover my shifts.’ 

Maya looked up and their eyes met. ‘You mean you accept my arrangement?’ She 
couldn’t believe her ears. 

He nodded. ‘I accept your weekend away,’ he confirmed with a timid grin. 


As he had said it, Rama knew when Dr Gud learned about it she would not be 
amused, but she would have to understand that I was a married man, he told himself and 
as such I am obligated to perform my duty until another arrangement was in place. After 
all, he recalled, Dr Gud did say she wasn’t going to split him from his family and she 
would wait for him forever! Powerful words, he thought. He hoped she meant it. 

Maya and Rama went to bed, cuddled close to each other, and five minutes later 
they were both asleep. The next day Rama got up before she did and whilst he was in the 
shower she brushed her teeth, and went downstairs in her nightgown to make him 
breakfast. She peeked into Ginie’s bedroom on the way, and saw that she was sleeping 
soundly. She had breakfast on the table for Rama when he came downstairs, looking 
handsome in a dark brown summer suit, white shirt, and light brown tie. She knew from 
what he was wearing that he must have a conference appearance at some point that day. 
Otherwise he would have worn a sport shirt and black trousers, and sometimes even jeans, 
particularly on Fridays. He had a nice, clean, preppy look, similar to his style when he had 
met her. They made a handsome couple. She smiled at him as he walked in and sat down 
to cereal, boiled eggs, tea, toast, and a glass of orange juice. He liked eating a good 
breakfast, and she always got up to cook it for him and for Ginie. She took pride in taking 
care of them. She liked to say it was her day job. Her career had always taken a backseat 
to them until recently when she had been working hard for promotion. 

“You must have a conference today,’ Maya commented as he glanced at the paper 
and he nodded. 

‘Just need to deliver a short paper. What about you?’ 

‘A few meetings...err...any interest in meeting me in town for lunch?’ 

‘Sounds good to me, but sorry must pass.’ 


They used to meet in the city for lunch at least once a week in the early part of 
their marriage and enjoyed spending a quiet lunch at little restaurants. They believed it 
was a way of keeping romance alive especially in a long marriage. Somehow their 
increased involvement in their individual career they had abandoned that well thought out 
habit. Now he is busy lunching with Dr. Gud. 

She glanced across the table at him as she finished her breakfast and studied him 
carefully. She knew him better than he knew himself. 

What is he not telling me? Maya struggled to work out. The feeling that her 
husband was hiding something from her made her feel very uncomfortable and 
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abhorrently painful. In fact it was more than a feeling. Sure every relationship is 
different, so there’s no “You’re Being Cheated On” equation. However, there are certain 
signs that might indicate that there’re more going on behind closed doors than there first 
appear. Some signs that her husband might be cheating were there. Whenever they 
conversed his tone of voice was higher-than-normal. Rama had started going to a lot of 
effort to keep his phone away from her and freaking out whenever she had tried to use 
it, or answering it on his behalf. Then there was the lipstick and packet of peanuts she’d 
found in her car. Perhaps the biggest signs that he may be cheating was the sudden, 
major change in their relationship. Having been married for ten years she knew what 
was normal for them. The way they both connected, emotionally and sexually, had 
shifted dramatically and for seemingly no reason. Then there was her intuition, her 
persistent, deep feeling that Rama was cheating. Maya was an intelligent woman and 
knew time had come for her to investigate. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


(The pain of loving) 


nsavoury rumours had leaked out and reached the ears of Dr Fennel 

Spice, head of Department forcing him to act. He was sitting behind his 

desk when the clock on his wall stroke 8.30 a.m. and there was a knock on 
his door. Suspecting who that might be, he pretended he had not heard it and waited for 
the second knock. He did not have to wait long. 


“Come in,’ he responded, when he heard another knock. 


Dr Gud entered the room, closed the door behind her, stood by the desk and 
watched him filing through a file. 

‘Sit down please,’ Dr Spice pointed to an empty chair without even looking at her 
then a few seconds later he sat back and looked directly at her. ‘I have a meeting with the 
Minister in ten minutes, so I'll get straight to the point...I think time has come for you to 
move to another Department.’ 

Dr Spice had always been blunt, but never that blunt. Dr Gud sat up straighter as 
she faced her boss across the massive desk in his office. 

‘Move to another Department? She echoed warily...but I am happy where I am 
sir.’ 

“You need to broaden your experience... it would look good on your CV... Besides 
I need to give someone else a chance to work with Dr Kaminski.’ 
‘This is all unexpected. What does Dr Kaminski think about this?’ 
‘T haven’t told him yet.’ 


Dr Gud suspected her boss was not being completely truthful with her. 

‘Please sir,’ she pleaded with a touch of anger in her voice. ‘Tell me the real 
reason you want to move me.’ 

Dr Spice leaned forward. Tip of his pen in his mouth, he stared at her for a 
moment. Then he sat back again, ‘okay,’ he said, ‘there are stories going round that you 
and Dr Kaminski are allowing your emotions to interfere with your work. Be thankful I 
did not bring you here to fire you, but it may come....Do you know if a scandal should 
break out in this department the Minister will have me for breakfast? 

‘They are just that, sir, nothing but malicious stories. Dr Kaminski and I are 
professionals, and as such we are quite capable of not allowing our personal feelings for 
each other get in the way of our work.’ And there was a long silence. 


He had always had a soft spot for Dr Gud, primarily because he knew her uncle, a 
medical consultant who also worked in the same hospital. 

Looking directly at her, ‘can you make sure that it remains that way?’ he said. 

‘T give you my word, sir.’ 

‘Tll hold you to that, Dr Gud,’ he said waving his finger at her... ‘Now get back to 
work,’ he gestured her out with a wink. 

‘Does that mean you won’t go ahead with the move?’ 

‘Tl hold back on it for now.’ 


Dr Spice took off his glasses and rubbed a hand across his weary eyes. He was a 
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big bear of a man, well over six feet tall and at least two hundred and fifty pounds. At age 
fifty-six, he’d been in the health business longer than Dr Gud been alive, and she had a 
great deal of respect for him. Still she couldn’t believe her boss was ready to get rid of her 
when she’d done her utmost to be extra prudent on the past four months. Except for the 
times she’d been seen in tears in the staff room that had caused concern to colleagues. 
There had been at least three incidences involving her and Dr Kaminski shouting at each 
other recently. 
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Dr Gud rushed back to ICU. Two floors below lay the busy streets of Port Louis, 
the town where she had come to find her dreamed man. Finding the right man to spend the 
rest of her life with was not easy for a busy young doctor like her. Besides, Dr Kaminski 
was a very handsome man, someone whom she was prepared to die for. As she entered 
the unit she caught sight of Rama in the staff room putting on his white coat. Why was he 
here, she wondered. She knew he wasn’t due on duty until late pm. Their eyes met and 
she could see from his facial expression he wasn’t happy and approached him. 

“You didn’t tell her, did you?’ 

Rama looked miserably at her. ‘Laddoo...’ 

Guessing that he was stalling, Dr Gud cut in politely, ‘No Tarte Banane, let it be,’ 
she said unhappily and turned away which stopped Rama in his track and he watched her 
leaving the room with tears in her eyes. 


Rama wanted to follow her but stopped himself from doing so. He was feeling 
under pressure. He had two women in his life and he wanted them both, but Dr Gud, 
despite saying that she didn’t want to break up a marriage, deep down she knew this is 
what she had to do if she was going to ever have the man of her dream. However, the idea 
of being regarded as a marriage-breaker did not sit well with her. Neither was she content 
to just be the other woman, the mistress, the bit on the side or even the bride in waiting. 
She believed she was worth more. Although she’d claimed she was prepared to wait for 
ever, she refused to listen to her brain that was telling her she was being unrealistic. What 
she wanted was to be a bride and wished she had someone who could help her achieve her 
wish. 


It was 4.30 p.m. when Dr Gud was getting in her car, she had seen Rama coming 
towards her, but she pretended she hadn’t seen him. As she was about to start the car, she 
heard a knock on her driver’s window. She lowered the window and they stared at each 
other. 

‘I waited for you in the dining room, why didn’t you come to lunch with me?’ 

‘I went to see the head to ask for a transfer.’ 

‘T didn’t know you were seeking a transfer?’ 

‘Neither did I...look I promised my mum I would meet her...I must go.’ 

“Can’t we talk for a moment?’ 

‘What is there to talk? Haven’t we done enough talking?’ 

Rama trying to be conciliatory, ‘Okay let’s go to the canteen Ill buy you a cup of 
coffee.’ 

‘No...you think you can open your mouth and offer to buy me a cup of coffee and 
Pll come running!’ 

‘Laddoo, I wanted to explain—.’ 

‘What’s there to explain,’? She questioned furiously. 
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“You don’t love me. You have been making a fool out of me!’ 


She switched on the engine and tried to drive off. An irritated persistent Rama ran 
in front of the car, causing it to come to an abrupt stop, and yelled, “you are wrong, I do 
love you but...’ 

‘Then when are you going to tell your wife about us? Tell me.’ 

‘I will when the time is right.’ 

‘When will that be? When you see my body floating in the river?’ 

‘Don’t talk like that.’ 

‘Don’t worry, you won’t have to wait long... now move away from my car, 
please.’ 


Rama moved to the driver’s window and insisted that she lowered it and she 
reluctantly obliged. 

‘Look you don’t understand, I have been with my wife a long time, ten years to be 
precise. When I married her we got on well, we had great time together, but—.’ 

‘—but what?’ 

‘I... love her but I love you more.’ 

“Come again.’ 

“You see you are different, you make me feel something that I haven’t felt for a 
long time.’ 

‘I see, Iam your bit on the side to help get the bit you are missing from your wife, 
is that it?’ 

‘I would not put it quite like that.’ 

‘Oh, how would you put it then? Tell me? Yes please do tell me.’ 

‘If you love me as you say you do, you would want to make me happy.’ 

‘I do want to make you happy. If your wife is foolish enough not to appreciate 
you, I do and I want to be with you forever...taking care of you...of all your needs. That’s 
what a woman should do and that’s what I plan to do.’ 

‘That what I want you to do too.’ 

‘But we can’t go on like that... if you know what good for you, you must break 
with her or else we are done.’ 

“You are right, but—’ 

‘But what?’ 

‘She has arranged some time away in a hotel this weekend and wants me to be 
with her.’ 

“And what did you say?’ 

“Well I told her I can’t I was doing night shifts.’ 

‘Good. That’s a great answer.’ 

‘But she insisted that I get someone to do my shifts.’ 

‘Tell her you can’t.’ 

‘T have already told her I will.’ 

“You are impossible! Now I know why you were here so early. So you are going 
for two nights of sex?’ 

‘Laddoo, she is still my wife.’ 

“And what am I? Oh! Forget it,’ said Dr Gud and she drove away leaving Rama 
standing there with an impasse. 


For the next two days Dr Gud didn’t turn up for work, and refused to take any call 
from Rama. This had become a pattern with her. She and Rama would fight and she 
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would retreat into her shell, cutting all communications. It was her way of taking stock 
and thinking afresh. She was always quick of taking a decision, but soon after will go 
back on it because she knew it wasn’t the right one. Her heart was in constant battle with 
her brain. Her heart had chosen but her brain refused to surrender. Hence she was in a 
constant state of indecisiveness. Most of the time, she wasn’t even sure what she wanted, 
though, she knew what she didn’t want. Trying to find a clear way forward became an 
issue which she struggled to grapple with. 
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THE ATMOSPHERE AT CRESCENT HOTEL was electric. Rama and Maya had 
checked in on Friday evening. Whilst the porter took their suitcase to their room, they 
went in the hotel lounge for a drink. Sitting at a table Rama looked miserable and wished 
he was somewhere else, which didn’t escape Maya’s watchful eyes yet she maintained a 
cheerful disposition. 

‘Nice here, isn’t it Rama?’ Maya said. 

‘It’s alright, I guess,’ he answered, roaming his eyes around hoping he could catch 
someone he might know. 

“Your drink, sir,’ a waiter said as he placed a double black whisky in front of him 
and then turning to Maya, ‘your cocktail, ma’am.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 


Suddenly Rama’s mobile rang. 

‘I thought we agreed you’ ll turn off your mobile? Who is it?’ Maya asked looking 
cross. 

‘The hospital,’ he said. 

‘Reject,’ Maya ordered. 

‘It might be important.’ 

“You are off duty... let them call someone else.’ 


Before Rama could decide what to do, the caller had rung off. 
‘It could have been important,’ Rama complained. 
‘Obviously not,’ Maya said, ‘since whoever it was didn’t wait long.’ 


Maya snatched the mobile from her husband’s hand and as she was about to 
switch it off, it rang again. 
‘Give it to me,’ Rama demanded angrily and took it from her. 


He went out of the bar to answer it. 

‘Have you finished having sex?’ the voice on the other end of the line asked. 
‘Don’t be vulgar Laddoo.’ 

‘What are you doing then?’ 

‘Sitting down, having a drink...what are you doing?’ 

‘Lying in bed wishing you were with me,’ she said softly almost in tears. 
‘The weekend will soon pass...I’1l see you on Monday morning.’ 

‘I want you now,’ she said adamantly. 

Rama was determined to stand firm. ‘You well know I can’t. I must go.’ 
Suddenly there was a change in her voice. ‘Stay a bit longer.’ 

‘I can’t. Monday,’ Rama asserted and cut off. 
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He made his way back to the bar, but his wife was not there. He looked around and 
couldn’t see her. Where has she gone now? He grumbled. Maybe she gone to the loo, he 
concluded. He sat himself down and waited patiently. Fifteen minutes later, still there was 
no sight of her which began to worry him. He spotted the waiter who had brought them 
the drink earlier on. 

‘Excuse me; do you know where my wife has gone?’ 

‘Your wife, sir?’ the waiter requested confirmation. 

“Yes, don’t you remember? You served her an amaretto.’ 

‘Erhm...I have served lots of ladies amaretto this evening sir,’ he responded gently 
with a grin. But Rama counteract severely. ‘But you served only one lady who was sitting 
with me.’ 


As Rama was arguing with the waiter, he was losing his cool. The manager of the 
hotel spotted them and walked swiftly towards them. 

‘What’s the problem?’ he enquired. 

‘No problem,’ Rama answered instantly. ‘Well actually there is a problem...’ he 
corrected himself. 

The manager cut in.’ is there a problem or not, sir?’ 

“Yes my wife has disappeared.’ 

‘Disappeared?’ he echoed. 

‘Yes,’ Rama answered firmly. 

‘When?’ 

‘A few minutes ago.’ 

‘A few minutes ago?’ the manager echoed. 

‘Why do you keep repeating my words... we need to find her...I need to find her.’ 

“Yes, yes, yes. Can you describe her please?’ 

“What, Now?’ 

‘If you want me to help you look for her, then yes.’ 


Rama gave a detailed description of his wife and even provided a photo which he 
happened to have in his wallet. As the manager saw the photo he commented. 

‘Is that her?’ 

“Yes. Have you seen her?’ 

“Oh, she is very pretty.’ 

‘Look I didn’t ask for your appraisal. I just want you to help find her.’ 

‘Sorry. Come with me sir.’ 

‘Where to now?’ 

‘My office, of course.’ 


Seconds later Rama was sitting in the Hotel Manager’s office. It was effectively a 
room with a desk, a filing cabinet, a few pictures on the wall and a spare chair. The phone 
rang and the manager answered. ‘Yes...yes, yes... okay point her to my office please.’ He 
replaced the phone on its cradle, sat back and looked straight at Rama. 

‘Relax doctor, we found your wife.’ 

“Oh! Is she alright?’ 


Seconds later Maya appeared at the door, looking pale. 

Rama stood up immediately, ‘here you are,’ he said with a sigh of relief. ‘Where 
have you been?’ 

‘To the bathroom.’ 
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‘To the....For an hour?’ 


Maya brought her mouth close to Rama and whispered in his ear. 

‘What? Are you okay now?’ 

‘T believe so...’ turning to the manager she asked, ‘could my husband and I go to 
our room now please?’ 

‘But of course. I suggest you take the lift as it is quicker and kinder to your feet.’ 


As Maya got in the lift she turned and looked at the manager who was still 
standing there and gave him a little wink. 

Once the lift was going up, ‘what did you do with the soiled knickers, Maya?’ 

‘I threw them in the sanitary bin,’ she lied. 

‘You really got me worried, you know,’ Rama confessed. If he only knew she 
staged the incident. 

“What did the hospital want?’ 

“The hospital?’ Rama enquired. 

‘Yeah. The call you received earlier on was from the hospital, wasn’t it?’ she 
questioned suspiciously. 

‘Oh yes. It was the night sister. She apparently didn’t know someone else was 
covering for me.’ 


The lift door opened and they walked into room $210 which was only a few steps 
away. Both of them were seeing the room for the first time because on checking in, a 
porter had taken their suitcase to their room whilst they had gone straight to the bar for a 
drink. 

‘Wow, this is luxurious,’ Rama remarked as he roved his eyes around. 

‘Look,’ Maya pointed, ‘it even has a Jacuzzi. I am going in.’ 


Off went her new dress delivered to her house earlier that day which she threw 
carelessly on a nearby stool. Next to go was her white petticoat followed by a white bra. 
Oops, she had no knickers on, which did not surprise Rama because he believed she threw 
it away in the bin. The truth was that she never put one on in the first place when she had 
left the house. Rama watched her stepped into the Jacuzzi and he was instantly reminded 
what a sexy figure his wife had. As she turned round and sat down her eyes caught 
Rama’s. 

‘Aren’t you coming in?’ she asked. 

‘Erm...I think I will,’ he said with half a smile. 


That was the first time since he had left the house, he looked somewhat happy. 
Sitting opposite each other Maya tried to make her husband laugh by telling some of her 
blue jokes she had picked up from her female friend Indira, a widow who would do 
anything to support her. Maya was the life and soul of any party. She was bright and grew 
up in a small village called Burnley. After completing her university education she had 
initially joined a private Tobacco firm and had rapidly rose to manager rank before 
leaving for her present job. When she’d met Rama for the first time, ten years ago, then a 
young doctor, she’d fallen in love with him instantly. Six months later they were married. 
She was the kind who would fight anyone trying to take her husband away from her. She 
had no problem fighting dirty if the situation demanded it. As she sat in the tub, she 
purposely dropped the soap and began to search for it with her hands. Suddenly they were 
kissing each other passionately. It had been a while since they had kissed each other like 
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that. If Dr Gud could see them she would have had a hard time believing that he had fallen 
out of love with his wife. Once Maya got out of the tub, Rama followed. 

“Let me do that for you,’ said Rama as he grabbed the towel from Maya’s hand 
and began to rub her back. When he had finished she turned round and put her arms 
around his neck. They gazed at each other for a moment, and then as they began to kiss 
again, Maya pulled herself back towards the king-size bed and allowed her body to fall 
into it. There were dancing shadows on the ceiling as the passion between them got hotter 
and hotter. When they had finished making love they laid on their back next to each other 
for a short while eyes closed, facing the ceiling. 

‘Laddoo, I really love you,’ Rama muttered thoughtlessly. 

‘Laddoo?’ Maya shouted and got up immediately. 

Rama opened his eyes. ‘What’s up?’ 


“You called me Laddoo.’ 

‘I didn’t.’ 

‘You did... You bastard, all the time you were making love to me you were 
thinking of her?’ 


‘I wasn’t,’ Rama tried hard to defend his corner. 

‘T want to go home.’ 

“What, Now?’ 

‘Yes, now,’ she screamed. 

‘Do you realise it is two o’clock Saturday morning?’ 

‘I don’t care,’ said Maya. ‘If you won’t take me I am calling for a taxi,’ and she 
immediately reached for the handset. 

Rama reached out and snatched the phone from her hand. ‘Okay, get dressed and 
let’s go.’ 
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ON THE ROAD DRIVING BACK, Maya couldn’t accept she was losing a grip 
on her marriage. Up to that point she’d thought she was succeeding in her attempt to 
rescue her marriage. The knowledge that there were now three in her marriage was eating 
her inside. It was nearly four o’clock in the morning when Rama’s car drove into his 
garage; Maya drew a long breath as she got out of the car looking quite furious. The 
increased air did nothing to quell her anger and went straight to the bathroom. Her 
stomach was churning. She looked like she’d been hit by a bus and felt sad, lonely, lost, 
alone.... Rama cursed himself for his stupidity, as he went to the bedroom, stripped and 
got into bed. Lying on his back with a cigarette in his hand he stared at the ceiling in deep 
thought. 

Maya entered the bedroom rolling her hair into a bun, her full lips pursed with 
displeasure. Once she was in bed she turned her back to her husband. They remained 
silent. Maya’s mind screamed at her as she made sure there was a clear distance between 
her body and his. She struggled not to visualise his face with its defined jaw, chocolate 
eyes that never revealed his thoughts or feelings, and dark hair. She had always been 
drawn in by his looks. She and now another woman were in direct competition. She knew 
all too well how powerful his touch could be. How he could be tender, how he could stoke 
a fire in her and had no doubt he was capable of doing the same to another woman even 
though he was still married to her. She wanted to feel his warmth— it would be foolish to 
deny it, but wondered if she could bear it now that she knew the truth. She wanted to turn 
towards him, but felt unable to do so. Rama was in pain witnessing how Maya was 
feeling. There was confusion, disbelief and also deep hurt. Her last reaction cut him to his 
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soul because he had put that pain there. He had broken her. He could only hope he would 
be able to repair her sorrow but was not sure how. 

“Talk to me Maya, tell me what you’re feeling,’ Rama urged. 

She laughed, but the sound was brittle and ugly. ‘I would not be so foolish as to do 
that, my husband.’ 


He shook his head and slowly turned his body towards her, treating her with the 
same caution as he would a frightened or injured animal. 

‘I don’t deserve your regard, or your trust, I know that,’ Rama said, reaching out to 
touch her arm. ‘If only I could earn back your trust, but just don’t know how.’ 


He turned her toward him slowly. She finally met his gaze, searching his face as if 
to see if he was lying or telling the truth. He hoped she could see the earnestness with 
which he made this wish. 

She sighed. ‘I don’t know why in the world you would want to hurt me so.’ 

He tilted his head. She lifted her chin and continued; ‘Now I shall go in the spare 
bedroom... I’m tired.” She moved to leave the room, and Rama watched her go all the way 
to the door before he called out, ‘Maya.’ 

She froze and slowly turned. ‘Yes?’ 

“You need not do that,’ he pointed out. ‘I should be the one who should go in the 
spare room.’ 

She swallowed hard before she replied, ‘its okay.’ 

‘T’ve wanted to level with you for a while,’ he admitted, examining Maya’s face to 
see her reaction. Her lips parted in surprise and her eyes widened. 

‘I-I couldn’t bring myself to do it.’ He shrugged. ‘I have been waiting for the right 
moment when I could confess it to you.’ 

‘I see.” Maya turned away. ‘Well, thank you for your honesty.’ 

He wanted to say so much more, but he could see from her tight posture this wasn’t 
the time. So he simply said, ‘okay,’ and left her alone. 2 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


(The ugly face of jealousy) 


ama met Dr Gud in the hospital corridor at ten o’clock the following day as 
he was coming out of the coffee room. After yet another sleepless night she 
looked drained and fed-up. Having forced herself to drive to work that 
morning she couldn’t wait to see Rama and tell him of her decision which she’d hoped 
would trouble him. 
‘I’ve been waiting for you in the coffee room for over fifteen minutes, where have 
you been?’ Rama asked. 
‘IT went to see Dr. Spice and he has offered me a transfer,’ she replied avoiding eye 
contact. 
‘Oh!’ Rama tried not to appear shock. 


He expected her to be unhappy but not to the extent of wanting a transfer. Unless 
he did something to diffuse the situation he knew he risked losing her. 

‘Come Ill make you a cup of coffee.’ 

‘No thank you, I don’t feel like one,’ Dr Gud said resolutely, determined to show 
her feelings of discontent. 

‘Laddoo,’ Rama implored, “I couldn’t wait to tell you—’ 

‘What is there to tell?’ She immediately snapped. ‘Oh wait, I got it. You want to 
tell me that you had a weekend of non-stop sex, is that it? 

Rama refused to be provoked. Keeping his cool, ‘it was not like that, actually,’ he 
said. 

‘Okay, did you tell her?’ As soon as she saw the expression on his face she yelled, 
‘of course not, because you won’t. That’s the problem,’ and walked away. 

Rama was determined he was going to be heard and went after her. ‘Laddoo, I 
tried to tell her, but—’ 

‘Oh, leave me alone. Just go back to your wife. You are better there.’ 


Once again she turned to walk away. Rama grabbed her arm and pulled her 
towards him. She turned and looked at him angrily. 

‘I haven’t been able to find the right time, why can’t you understand that?’ he said 
pleadingly, looking evidently stressed. 

She shook her head and then looked into his eyes feeling drained. “Believe me; I 
do understand...but I am tired going on like this.’ 

‘Laddoo, it isn’t that easy. Understand I have been married to her for ten years. 
She has not been that bad...just that lately we have drifted apart.” Rama paused and 
looked away briefly before continuing. ‘In the beginning, everything was so good, but 
after the birth of Ginie and a potential promotion coming her way, we simply drifted 
apart... At first I wasn’t too bothered because I expected it to be a temporary setback.’ He 
paused and reflected on what he had just said then added, ‘anyway it’s my entire fault... I 
never knew how much I was missing till I met you...I told you how miserable I have been 
for so long. When you came into my life, you changed everything.’ 

‘If your wife truly loves you, she would not neglect you. She is wrong to care 
more for her career than making you happy.’ And Rama nodded. ‘I agree with you, 
Laddoo.’ 
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‘I’m sorry for you, Tarte Banane. Really I am. I hate her for treating you badly. 
This is simply wrong. If I could see her this minute, I would sure give her a piece of my 
mind. You deserve to be happy... I want to make you happy. I want to cook for you and 
take care of all your needs. You shouldn’t accept this sad life, it isn’t fair, and this is why 
you must finish with her.’ 

Rama felt a lump in his throat. ‘Err... yes you are right, but—’ 

“You always have a but... But what?’ she questioned irritatingly, and immediately 
felt she was wasting her breath. ‘Oh this is hopeless,’ she said and as she was about to 
walk away again she added, ‘the best solution is that I should leave you. I am serious.’ 

‘No,’ Rama protested. ‘You can’t leave me. I won’t let you. Alright I will tell her 
tonight.’ 

“You have said that before. I no longer trust you. You have been playing with me, 
and you are doing it again. Not anymore. I’m done being a fool.’ 

‘T will definitely tell her tonight. I promise I will, Laddoo.’ 


Rama cupped her face in his hands and gently wiped her tears with his thumbs. 
She raised her head to look at him, wanting desperately to believe him. She could see the 
sadness in his eyes and felt the pain in his voice. Finally she gave in. She smiled timidly 
and he smiled back. 

‘Let’s go. I can do with that drink,’ she said. 


They put their arms around each other and walked slowly towards the staff 
canteen. Moments later they were sitting in a quiet corner of the cafeteria. Rama poured 
two cups of tea and offered one to Dr Gud. 

‘Thank you,’ she said softly with a gentle smile. 


She added some milk, two lumps of sugar and stirred slowly. Gradually she raised 
her eyes and as she watched Rama taking a sip of his tea she finally confessed. 

‘Tarte Banane...’ Dr Gud said. 

‘Ammm!’ 

“You know earlier on when I said I was going to leave you...well, I wouldn’t have 
done it. You see, there is no way I could bring myself to do it.’ 

Rama was quietly happy to hear her said it. ‘I wouldn’t have blamed you, Laddoo, 
especially if you felt I was playing with you,’ Rama said in a pensive tone. 

‘To leave someone you love, one requires a special kind of strength which I 
haven’t got.’ 

“You can do anything if you put your mind to it, Laddoo.’ 


Dr Gud put her tea down on the table and looked directly at Rama. 

“You do know what I am trying to say, don’t you?’ 

Rama nodded. ‘You want me to tell my wife I am leaving her...I’II do it tonight, I 
really will.’ 

Dr Gud rested her right hand on his, “but I don’t want you to do it on my account. 
Only do it if you want to... the last thing I want is for you to do something that you are 
going to regret. I know I can make you happy and you deserve to be happy...tell her about 
us because it is the honest thing to do. She will then be able to get on with her life and we 
will be able to get on with ours.’ 

‘Don’t worry, Laddoo. I told you I am going to do it, I will do it and I want to do 
it.” Rama reassured her. 
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The front door opened. ‘Is that you Rama?’ Maya shouted from the kitchen. 

‘Who else are you expecting?’ Rama replied, as he closed the door behind him, 
hung his coat on the rack and went to sit in the lounge, resting his head on the backrest of 
the sofa. He looked exhausted. 


Seconds later, Maya walked into the lounge carrying a tray. She noticed her 
husband sitting there looking tired. After resting the tray on a table she wheeled it in front 
of him. 

‘Rama, look.’ 


Rama opened his eyes slowly and glanced at his wife. 

‘I was determined that from now on you would have your meal ready,’ Maya said. 
‘No waiting and I did it,’ she alleged triumphantly. 

‘Five stars treatment, is it?’ said Rama with a mild grin as he looked at the tray of 
food. 

“You deserve it, Rama. I got you lentil soup, which I know you like, lamb stew 
with Paratha that I cooked myself, and a glass of fine red wine.’ 


She looked at him with a huge smile on her face waiting to hear his reaction. Rama 
leaned forward, his eyes focused on the tray he declared that he was impressed and 
couldn’t help wondering what she was after. 

‘Didn’t you go to work today?’ 

‘I came early... Do you know what I told my boss?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘I told him I was going home early... and if he had dared stop me I would have told 
him to stuff his job there and then.’ 

‘Maya, I really do not feel hungry.’ 

‘Nonsense! After a hard days work you need to eat. How else would you maintain 
your strength?’ she said, parking herself on a stool next to him. ‘I am going to sit here 
until you have eaten everything. So eat,’ she said in a gentle but firm voice. 


Rama tasted the lentil soup and Maya waited anxiously for his verdict. 

He nodded with a mild grin. ‘Very nice,’ and immediately took a spoon full. 

‘Good. I am glad it is fine,’ said Maya. ‘I was frightened I might have added too 
much salt.’ 

‘No, it is just right.’ 

“What about you? Have you already eaten?’ 

‘No. Not yet,’ and drifted into listening to Mozart symphony no. 40 that was 
playing in the background which she had put on purposely to create an ambiance. 
However, Rama was bothered by it. 

‘Kill this music will you?’ Rama said sharply. 

‘Oh! Is it disturbing you?’ 

‘Yes, he answered dryly. 


Maya was surprised at his request as she knew he regularly enjoyed listening to it. 
She got up instantly and turned the volume to OFF. No sooner she had done so, Ginie, 
entered the lounge. 

‘Hello dad,’ she said as she planted a kiss on his cheek. “You are home early, how 


come?’ 

‘Don’t you like it?’ 

“You know I do.’ 

‘How did you do at school today?’ 

‘Very good, dad...We had a test and I got 9 out of 10.’ 

‘Hmmm...that’s very good.’ Wearing a grin he added, ‘maybe next time it would 
be 10 out of 10.’ 

‘Don’t worry dad, I plan to work harder and do exactly that.’ 

‘Glad to hear it... Now can you go to your room, I need to talk to your mum.’ 

“Oooh, do I really have to, dad?’ she pleaded. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Okay dad.’ Ginie removed herself and reluctantly disappeared into her room. 


Rama left his seat lit an e-cigarette whilst wandering out to the back garden 
through a huge patio door. Standing by the swimming pool he took a few puffs. Maya saw 
him from the kitchen window and observed him looking quite pensive. She resisted the 
desire to go to him. Seconds later Rama entered the kitchen and his eyes caught an electric 
bill which so happened to be lying on the kitchen worktop. He scanned the three pages 
and saw it was overdue. 

‘What’s that?’ Rama asked feeling rather annoyed. 

‘Don’t worry; it will be paid by tomorrow.’ 

He frowned. “But I thought we agreed you would set up a direct debit?’ 

‘It’s on my To-do list,’ she answered casually. 

Rama started to get agitated. “That’s what you said three months ago!’ 

‘T have been busy, you know.’ She couldn’t understand why he was getting so 
worked up about it. 

‘That’s the problem; you’re always too busy to do anything,’ he said 
provocatively. 

‘This is not fair!’ Maya countered. 

‘Not fair!’ He raised his voice. ‘That’s all you are concerned about. How about 
you being fair to me for once? I work long hours to keep this place going... When I come 
home, you are too tired for anything. It’s almost pointless me coming home.’ 

‘Oh, Rama, come and sit down and Ill fetch you a drink.’ 

‘I don’t want to sit down and I don’t want a drink either.’ 

“Then I will sit down if you won’t...I don’t know what you expect. Don’t I have 
the right to feel tired after a full days work?’ she lashed out. 


Rama was suddenly looking very restless and bothered. He walked away banging 
the kitchen door behind him leaving a confused Maya on her own. She had never seen 
him acting so disturbingly and wished she knew why. Moments later she went to the 
bedroom and saw her husband lying down on his bed staring pensively at the ceiling. 
Sitting on the edge of the bed she caressed his forehead. 

“What’s up, Rama?’ she asked softly. 

‘Nothing.’ 

‘T don’t think it is nothing. I am sorry if I made you angry. Whatever it is we can 
work it out.’ 

“There is nothing to work out... I am tired that’s all,’ be said unconvincingly. 

‘T think it is more than that,’ said Maya, looking preoccupied as she stood up and 
moved towards the window. ‘Don’t you understand, your worries are also my worries? At 
what point in our marriage did you decide you are going to keep things away from me?’ 
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Rama sat up immediately. ‘Look I don’t know how to break this to you...’ 


How do you drop a bomb on someone you've shared a bed with for ten years? 
How quick or slow you should be? He knew whichever way he did it; it would be a 
shattering blow. 
“Maya...err...I am tired of this boring life of ours...please let me go.’ 
A shocked Maya frowned. ‘Go? Go where?’ 
‘I...err...I] want a divorce.’ 
‘What, a divorce? Are you serious?’ 


Rama nodded firmly. Of course, what he was really saying was that their marriage 
was over. The life he wanted and the life he had, had become too far apart for them to stay 
together. He had hoped for no animosity between them. No screaming fights or bitter 
rages. Indeed, for a moment Maya was too shocked that she was momentarily 
dumbfounded. The words Divorce and let me go, played havoc on her mind, as her 
thoughts drifted into a world of despair. 

The realisation that their perfect marriage had suddenly run its course and the time 
to divide up the furniture and the savings account had come, were too unbelievable! She 
wondered if she had just woken up from a bad dream. Their eyes met, but Rama quickly 
took his gaze away. 

‘You are joking, yes you are, please tell me you are,’ Maya looked deep into his 
eyes, her left hand hesitantly touching his cheek, her heart was pounding as she waited 
with abated breath for his response. 

‘I wish I was, Maya,’ a stressful Rama replied. ‘I have wanted to tell you for 
months.’ 

Maya looked away, a tear running down her cheek. “Yes.... what a terrible joke 
this would have been!’ 


Rama moved to the lounge, followed slowly by Maya. He sank himself in a sofa, 
expecting to feel relieved now that he had finally come clean but when he noticed the sad 
expression on his wife’s face he was engulfed with a sense of guilt. He desperately 
wanted to hold his wife in his arms and console her. 

‘Come, come and sit down, Maya.’ 

Maya looking confused and lifeless crept slowly towards him. ‘Whatever I have 
done, I'll change... I know I can.’ 

‘It’s not you,’ he emphasized, ‘it’s me...I never wanted it to happen, it just did.’ 

‘It’s Dr Gud, isn’t it?’ and Rama nodded. 

‘T thought so.’ 

Caressing her left cheek and eyes full of despair she mumbled, ‘Dr Gud.’ What she 
got better than me? She questioned silently whilst Rama watched the sorrow he had off 
loaded on her. 

‘Dr Gud is no home wrecker, Maya. It’s just one of those things that just happen. 
No one is to be blamed here. All three of us are victims here.’ He tried to explain. 

‘I have heard of this kind of situation happening to other people, but never in a 
million years did I think it would happen to us,’ Maya shook her head gently. Suddenly 
she thought of her daughter. ‘What are we going to tell Ginie?’ 

‘Ugh! The truth,’ Rama said. 

‘But will she understand when I can’t understand it myself?’ 

‘In time she will... She is a bright girl.’ 

‘I can’t believe that this Dr Gud has come in-between us,’ Maya said. 
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‘It is not just her, Maya. Our marriage was far gone down the tube before she 
came on the scene. Whatever happened to our love and marriage happened because we 
allowed it to happen...you and me...no one else.’ 


Maya sat there silently listening to her husband pitiful disclosure. 

‘For a long time I have been feeling lonely. I go to work, come home, eat and 
sleep. It has been like as if the “J” in joy has disappeared into thin air. You are always 
tired and preoccupied with your own career...’ 

“You mean I have neglected you, is that it?’ 

‘Well, this is one way of putting it, Maya,’ Rama said gently. “You have to agree 
for a long time we haven’t had fun together like we used to...’ 

‘If you mean we have stopped spending time together like we used to when there 
were only two of us, you would be right, but we have a daughter now, and you know how 
demanding Ginie is at times?’ 

‘I know,’ Rama nodded in agreement, ‘but is that a good enough reason for not 
showing affection to each other?’ 

“You mean sex, don’t you? It is not my fault if I have shown little interest in that 
area of late. My doctor said I am suffering from iron deficiency. Maybe I should start 
taking the capsules he prescribed for me.’ After a brief pause, ‘they probably won’t give 
me all the energy I used to have when I was young and I would not be able to compete 
with Dr Gud...’ she said doubtfully. 

‘Tam not asking you to compete with anyone, Maya.’ 

Determined to stress the positive, ‘we have lots of things going for us,’ she said. 
“We have a beautiful house, two nice cars, a beautiful daughter, no real money worries, 
and most importantly we hardly had a crossword.’ 

Rama shook his head refusing to be persuaded. ‘Look Maya, I am trying not to 
hurt you...’ 

“You have already hurt me, so why stop now? Go on twist the dagger a bit more.’ 

Rama shouted. ‘Maya...’ but stopped abruptly and lowered his voice. ‘I am 
leaving,’ he said firmly. ‘We will talk more about it tomorrow, calmly.’ 


Maya was not prepared to stop there and moved closer to her husband and held his 
arm with both hands. 
‘Tell me one thing, Rama. Tell me... tell me what I did wrong?’ 


Suddenly, the door opened. Rama saw Ginie standing on the doorway and he 
rushed to her whilst Maya quickly tried to compose herself. 

‘Why are you shouting, dad? Did mum do anything wrong?’ 

‘It’s nothing, sweetheart. Sorry if I woke you up.’ Rama lifted his daughter, gave 
her a cuddle whilst carrying her to her bed. 

‘I want to give mummy a goodnight kiss,’ Ginie struggled to be let down. 

‘Okay.’ 


Ginie ran to Maya and the latter put her arms around her daughter, pulling her 
tightly towards her. They kissed each other lavishly. 

‘Are you alright mum?’ 

‘Yes darling.’ Let me take you to bed. 

‘Tf you are alright, why are you crying mum?’ 

‘Tl explain it to you later.’ 

‘No. Explain to me now.’ 
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‘Let me take you to bed, bebé.’ Maya carried her daughter in her arms, took her to 
her room, tucked her in and gave her a kiss. 

‘Good night darling.’ 

‘Good night mum.’ 


Maya then locked herself in the toilet, and burst into tears. As she sat on the bidet 
with her head forward she wondered what she was going to do if her husband carried his 
threat of leaving her. She dreaded the days ahead and wished tomorrow never comes. 
When Rama saw his wife was taking too long in the lavatory, he went to check on her and 
encouraged her to come to bed. It was the longest night they both had.2 
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CHAPTER SIX 


(Pigs in the middle) 


aya had a good relationship with her boss, Vijay Parsooramen, a short 

gray-haired man in his early fifties, with a friendly, open manner and a 

ready smile. She was in a meeting with him when the intercom buzzed. 
Vijay flicked down a button. ‘I told you, no calls. Why...?’ 

His secretary’s voice came over the intercom. ‘I’m sorry, sir, it’s for Mrs 
Kaminski; its Ginie’s school calling and it sounds urgent.’ 

Vijay looked at Maya, ‘the call is on line one.’ 

Maya picked up the phone, her heart pounding. ‘Hello...’ She listened for a 
moment. ‘I see... I see... is Ginie alright? ... Okay I’ll be right there,’ she said as she 
replaced the receiver on its cradle. 

‘What’s wrong?’ Vijay asked. 

“The head mistress would like me to come to the school and pick up Ginie.’ 

Vijay frowned. ‘You told me she has been acting up lately.’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Is that connected with the difficulties you are having with your husband?’ 

‘T believe so,’ Maya said reluctantly, disliking talking about it. 

“Well, go and get her. We’ll continue our discussion later.’ 
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When Maya arrived at Hampton Primary school, she made her way to the 
headmistress’s office. Sitting at her desk was Vayde Rae. Since taking over as head 
mistress from her predecessor, she had stepped up discipline in the school. She was a 
stressed looking spinster in her fifties. Seated opposite her in a corner was little Ginie. 

When Maya walked in, the atmosphere in the room was grim. 

‘Hello, Miss Rae,’ Maya said brightly, and glanced briefly at Ginie who was 
staring at her shoes. ‘You said on the phone there is a problem.’ 

“Yes, indeed. Please take a seat,’ said Miss Rae, pointing to a chair. 


The head mistress immediately handed Maya two halves of a scrapbook. Maya 
stared at them and right away recognised that they belonged to her daughter. 

‘I have been informed by her class-teacher that although Ginie has a tendency to 
display tantrums, this is the first time she has acted in such a destructive manner,’ she 
revealed, ‘and when I reprimanded her, her language was quite abusive.’ The head 
mistress leaned forward and handed Maya a sheet of paper, adding ‘this kind of foul 
speech is reprehensible. I take great exception to being insulted.’ 

Maya was horrified when she stared at what was written on the paper. It read: 
leave me alone you old witch. She looked up. ‘I... I am sorry she used such rude words.’ 

Miss Rae said tightly, ‘they are, aren’t they? I won’t allow such language coming 
from the mouth of this young lady.’ 

‘I understand and I apologise on her behalf,’ Maya said tactfully, and looked 
severely at Ginie whose face was sullen and she immediately stared down. 

‘Mrs Kaminski,’ the head mistress said, ‘can we talk privately?’ 

Maya nodded. ‘Of course.’ 
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Turning to Ginie, the head mistress requested, ‘could you please go and wait 
outside?’ 


Ginie left the room sheepishly. 

‘Now, is there anything I should know, Mrs Kaminski? I mean is everything okay 
at home?’ 

‘Nothing that I want to talk about... my husband and I are working through our 
difficulties.’ 

‘IT see. Well, whatever it is, I do hope you succeed for the sake of Ginie,’ Miss Rae 
said. 

‘So do I,’ Maya rose to her feet. 


Miss Rae immediately opened a drawer, took out an envelope. 

‘Here is Ginie’s report,’ Miss Rae said. “After you and your husband have read it, 
please sign and return the top copy to me.’ 

“Thank you,’ Maya replied. 

On the way home, Ginie was silent. 
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Maya took Ginie to her mother’s place and told her daughter she had to go back to 
work but they would talk later. 

That afternoon after work, Maya had picked up her daughter promptly and on 
arriving home she was ready to reprimand her. 

‘Now then, Ginie, tearing your scrapbook, and speaking so rudely to Miss Rae was 
not very nice, was it?’ Maya scolded her daughter. “You should say sorry to the head 
mistress when you go back to school.’ 


Ginie pouted and crossed her arms as her chin rose defiantly. ‘Shan’t!’ she 
muttered as she stuck her thumb in her mouth and lowered her head. She knew Maya’s 
bark was far worse than her bite. It was clear to Maya that Ginie was reacting to 
something, and she suspected what that might be. Her daughter had always disliked seeing 
them arguing. She was, however, determined to find out. 

‘I repeat, why did you act in such a naughty manner?’ 

‘I was feeling irritated.’ 

“What about?’ 

‘Is daddy leaving us?’ 

“What makes you think so?’ 

‘T heard him.’ 

After a brief silence, “your dad loves you,’ Maya reassured her, ‘and you will 
always be able to see him.’ 

‘What about you? Will you continue loving him?’ 

‘T’ll always love your daddy and so should you,’ she replied softly after a long 
pause. 

‘And him, will he continue to love you?’ 

“Who knows?’ 

‘I do,’ Ginie snapped. 

‘Do you now, young lady?’ Maya looked at her daughter with a raised eyebrow. 

‘Yes. If he intended to continue loving you he would not be leaving.’ 

‘He will come to see us, you'll see.’ 
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Ginie was already developing into a wise girl. Her deep brunette hair hung in 
shimmering curls to her shoulders; her soft brown eyes seemed to reveal her inner feelings 
for they had the ability to turn from amber to dark black whenever she was upset. Her 
temper tantrums tried Maya’s patience sorely. In a fit, Ginie ran off towards the front door 
when Rama suddenly appeared and caught hold of her. 

“What’s the problem?’ he asked as he looked down into the sulky little face. 

‘Mum scolded me,’ Ginie whined. 

‘She must have a good reason,’ Rama answered patiently. ‘What did you do?’ 

‘Hmm!’ Ginie sniffed indignantly. ‘I only tore my scrapbook and called the 
headmistress a witch.’ 

‘I see. Who told you she is a witch?’ 

‘She looks like one! 


Rama was well aware how naughty Ginie could be, but he was also too aware how 
strict the new head mistress was. ‘Well, she looks normal to me, so come and tell me why 
you tore your scrapbook, shall we?’ 

Without answering, Ginie stalked to the lounge, making for her chair bought for 
her at her last birthday. Heaving a sigh, Rama went to sit near her and listened attentively 
to what his daughter had to say. Rama mused pensively, but for now he had made up his 
mind. He hadn’t included Ginie in his thoughts, he noted guiltily—but he was too 
emotionally involved with Dr Gud to think straight. 
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LYING IN BED, IN A CUBICLE, at a local general hospital was Sterne Clark. 
Unfortunately for him he was suddenly taken ill and was rushed to the Intensive Cardiac 
Unit (ICU) where he was given emergency treatment prescribed by Rama, who happened 
to be in charge of that unit. 

Besides being a writer, Sterne loved women, especially beautiful ones. He had 
dated several beauties in his hay day before he had met and married his current wife, 
Grace—who was an Italian beauty queen herself. He had never strayed despite coming 
close to it several times but had always managed to exercise extreme self-control. His 
family was his life and he had a wish to live until he was hundred. He knew if he was 
caught cheating, his wife was not the forgiving type, but that never stopped his occasional 
flirting. It kept him happy and feeling good. His wife was aware of his periodic tendency 
to flirt with the opposite sex but she tolerated it because she loved him and believed he 
would never dare to stray. 

Sterne’s record showed he was getting on a bit, however due to his good living he 
looked and felt like he was only 52 years old. He was fairly lean with grey hair. His 
general persona was simply unique. Despite his age, there was something women found 
attractive about him. The straw hat he walked around came from Texas, USA; his 
designer sleeved Jersey top with his first name printed on the front left pocket came from 
Sydney, Australia; the rest of his regular outfit including his khaki trousers with multiple 
pockets, came from a top shop in London, UK. However, he was open-minded enough to 
pass himself as a true European whilst at the same time kept a moral standard that one 
would expect and admire in a well educated, well-groomed and liberated Mauritian 
individual. He was the sort of guy who owned a bungalow somewhere, definitely a nice 
car and had the sort of lifestyle that was the envy of many. 

On the second day of his admission he was in bed in a private room. Around 10 
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o’clock, harsh streaks of sunlight slashed through the Venetian blinds causing him to blink 
through them. As he raised his right hand to block the rays, a beautiful female doctor of 
Indian origin with shoulder length straight black hair and intoxicating brown eyes entered 
his cubicle. The doctor had wandered into the unit to see how he was progressing 
following the treatment he had already received. 

‘How are you feeling?’ the doctor asked. Her voice was warm. 

‘A bit better,’ Sterne replied. 


She positioned herself by the side of Sterne’s bed, ‘I need to examine you,’ she 
said and proceeded to do so. 

‘Are you married?’ Sterne asked. 

‘No. I am a doctor...cough please.’ Sterne obliged. 

‘Cough again.’ 


Sterne let out another cough. When she had finished, Sterne, propped himself up 
in bed, and was eyeing her. He couldn’t believe how stunning the doctor looked and took 
an immediate interest in her. 

As she was leaving, ‘will I live doctor?’ Sterne asked cheekily. 


The doctor turned round, wearing a gentle smile; “you will,’ she muttered in a 
warm voice. 
“You did not tell me your name?’ Sterne remarked. She mumbled it and then left. 


The doctor had a very unusual name which was not easy to remember or to 
pronounce. Sterne thought no more about it. Strangely enough later that day the doctor 
had returned to check on him again which was quite unusual given that was a busy unit 
with other ill patients needing her attention. 

Wearing a beautiful smile she approached the cubicle. ‘Do you still remember my 
name?’ she asked Sterne softly as she stood by his bed. 

Sterne looking straight at her shook his head and wearing a slightly embarrassing 
grin on his face, ‘I am ashamed to admit that I didn’t quite catch it.’ 

‘I understand,’ she replied sweetly. ‘Most people can’t. Just call me doctor Gud.’ 

‘Okay.’ 


Sterne continued to flirt with her. Though she didn’t flirt back, he felt that she was 
friendly enough and open enough that she didn’t really need to. Sterne was the kind of 
guy who didn’t need a lot of encouragement. 

Dr Gud opened the case note, flicked through the entries and tests, and then left. 
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THREE HOURS LATER Dr Gud was back. 

‘Do you like reading doctor?’ 

‘Only medical books,’ she replied. 

‘You really need to try other types Dr Gud, a novel for example!’ 

‘I really don’t have much time for that sort of reading materials,’ she said 
dismissively. 

‘Surely you have time to relax... a good novel always help... look I have just 
published my latest novel, and I would really value your opinion.’ 

She reflected for a moment, ‘so you want me to give you a critical evaluation?’ 
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‘Yeah, that’s it,’ Sterne answered quickly sensing that she was about to say yes. 
As expected, she nodded, ‘Okay, let me have a copy.’ 
‘Ah, wait,’ Sterne said gazing into her exotic brown eyes, ‘there are conditions.’ 


Suddenly there was a change of expression on Dr Gud’s face. With a frown she 
waited curiously for those conditions. 

‘Do not look so bewildered Dr Gud,’ Sterne said with a reassuring smile. “After 
you have read the book I would like a written review.’ 

‘A written review?’ she echoed. Being a very busy doctor, time was not always 
available. 

‘Won’t a verbal one do?’ she asked with an almost pleading voice. 

‘Okay... a verbal one will do...but—’ 

‘—but what?’ 

‘T would only accept the verbal feedback over dinner at a restaurant of your 
choice.’ 

She pulled a face. ‘But you are—’ 

Sterne cut in quickly, ‘err...when I am out of here, of course.’ 

‘Okay,’ she said with a nod, without really thinking what she had agreed to. ‘See 
you tomorrow.’ 


Dr Gud left leaving Sterne flabbergasted. He couldn’t wait for tomorrow. Even 
though he felt that was a long time, tomorrow was much better than never! He admitted. 
He suddenly remembered he had her telephone number, and on an impulse at 09:05pm he 
sent Dr Gud an SMS just for a laugh not really expecting a response. ‘Hi...’ he wrote, 
‘are you still on duty?’ and much to his surprise, @ 09:11pm that day, there was a ping 
from his phone. It was an SMS from Dr Gud. ‘Hiii... no I’m not on duty!! How are you 
now?? Better???’ 


Those two text messages were the start of an unlikely friendship where two people 
clung to each other for entirely different reasons. Will they help each other so that each 
gets what they wanted or will they end up destroying each other? 
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THREE DAYS LATER, Dr Gud had made her round and as promised she had 
come to see Sterne. 

‘How are you today?’ she’d asked sweetly always wearing that pleasing smile. 

‘Now that you are here Dr Gud, I am feeling fine... thank you for bringing me this 
much needed sunshine in my life.’ 


Dr Gud tried to hide her blush, by immediately opening Sterne’s case note and 
scanning through it. 

‘Dr Gud, I have a pain in my back that keeps bothering me. I just don’t know what 
it is.’ 

“Oh, where is the pain?’ she asked looking serious. 

“Actually, I had it a few months ago and I am frightened it will come back again... 
it usually starts from my left waist and radiates to the right... my tummy would swell up 
and hardened... an excruciated pain would follow which would usually last for ten to 
fifteen minutes, during that time I would curled up on the floor into a foetal position and 
suffer quietly.’ 


a1 


‘How disturbing?’ she said, ‘anything else you can tell me about this pain?’ 

‘Well, it has happened a few times...’ 

‘Whilst you’ve been here?’ she enquired with a sense of urgency in her voice. 

‘The first time the pain came and went I was at home in England. I thought 
nothing much of it. The second time it came I started to get worried and the next time it 
came I went to see my doctor. He did nothing... He is really hopeless. Each time just prior 
to the pain I had noticed I would have the urge to urinate.’ 

‘Would urine come out? Is it a burning pain?’ 

‘Yes, but just a little urine, no burning, then when the pain starts in my back, 
around my waist I would curl up on the floor and wait for it to go away.’ 

‘This sounds a bit like colic pain to me. It could be renal calculi you know!’ 

‘That’s what I thought too.’ 

‘Have you had this pain since you’ve been in this unit?’ 

‘Err...not really but I am frightened it would come back...I was wondering if you 
could look into it for me whilst I am here.’ 

‘Hmm... I could order an Ultrasound imaging but you aren’t going to get one 
immediately...’ 

‘T haven’t got a lot of time here. Soon I'll have to return to the UK...’ 


Dr Gud thought for a moment and then proposed. 

‘Tf you could tell a little lie and say you experienced it last night whilst you had 
gone to the toilet, I can order an Ultrasound as an emergency.’ 

‘Can I do that?’ Sterne gazed quizzically at the doctor. She looked at him and 
winked. 

‘Oh...I would do anything for you,’ Sterne said with a little smirk. 

‘Lie down flat please, I want to check something.’ 


Dr Gud carried another physical. She passed her soft hands across Sterne’s 
tummy, prodded him a little and then asked him to sit up. She gently pressed her fingers 
around his waist asking him if he felt any pain. When she had finished she left the unit 
hurriedly saying she would be back. As true to her words, minutes later she had returned 
with another lady doctor. 

‘Tam Doctor Ping,’ the Asian looking woman said. ‘I need to examine you. Could 
you please lie flat?’ 


After the doctor had examined the area around Sterne’s waist and tummy she’d 
asked him to pull down his pyjamas bottom, lie on his side facing the wall so that she 
could check his prostate for any possible enlargement. Just as she had completed her 
examination, Dr Gud entered the cubicle. Both doctors exchanged words before leaving. 
Moments later Dr Gud had returned with yet another doctor, a male Consultant Urologist, 
who carried yet another physical examination. He immediately signed a request for an 
emergency Ultrasound X-ray to be carried out the very next day. 
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The morning after, as Dr Gud appeared she was looking very cheerful and pleased 
with herself. 

‘Oh, Dr Gud,’ Sterne said as they gazed pleasantly at each other. 

‘How are you this morning?’ 

‘Seeing your face gives me a new lease of life. I think I will camp here so that I 
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can continue seeing your smile, your big beautiful brown eyes—’ 
‘So you don’t want to go home then?’ she asked with a grin. 
‘Not if I can’t ever see you again Dr Gud.’ 


She surveyed the cubicle by roving her eyes around. It was a typical hospital 
room. There was a drip bag and IV pump on Sterne’s left, the tube snaking down to 
Sterne’s arm. The fluorescent bulbs buzzed almost, but not quite imperceptibly. A small 
TV on a swinging arm jutted out from the upper left hand corner. A few feet past the head 
to the right side of the bed, there were two large glass windows. With a smile, Dr Gud 
looked at Sterne, ‘I can arrange that too,’ she said. And they smiled jointly at each other. 

‘Err... how you managed to arrange that Ultrasound so quickly doctor,’ Sterne 
asked in a curious tone. 

‘Well, I am very friendly with the consultant urologist, so I was able to persuade 
him to come and see you quickly and push the request through.’ 

‘Amazing,’ Sterne said looking fascinatingly at the doctor. He wanted to jump out 
of bed and give her a big kiss, but managed to behave himself. 

‘Of course you played your part beautifully when you pretended to be in pain 
when the Urologist examined you.’ 

“You see,’ Sterne said, ‘a long time ago I learned that pain exists when a patient 
says it does.’ 

“You are not in pain now, are you?’ She looked concern. 

‘No...’ he replied shaking his head. “You know Dr Gud; I have a little present for 
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you. 


Sterne immediately opened his locker draw, pulled out his business card, a 
promotion biro with his name and telephone number printed on it and handed them to her. 

She looked disappointed but instantly read the info on the card and noticed a 
website address. “You have a website I see,’ she remarked. 

‘Have you got a computer at home, Dr Gud?’ 

She nodded. ‘Yes.’ 

‘Why don’t you access it and read all about me and my books.’ 

‘Oh, when you asked me to review a book, I thought you would give me a hard 
copy to read?’ she questioned. 

‘Oh, I will. Since I do not have a copy with me right now, I thought you could 
access the website and you would see sample chapters of several books to wet your 
appetite.’ 


After a brief pause looking at each other, Sterne reassured her that the book he 
wanted her to read was available in hard copy as well and e-copy that could be 
downloaded to a kindle, but she would be given a hardcopy once he was discharged. 

‘T thought you like it here and wanted to stay to see my—’ 

Sterne cut in and said, ‘well I have a very nice home, cosier than this place... I do 
expect you to come and visit me there...and if you don’t I'll simply make myself ill and 
I'll be rushed back in....Incidentally could you make a missed call to my phone...my 
number is on the business card I just gave you?’ 

“A missed-call? Why?’ 

‘Just to check if my phone is working correctly.’ 
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Later that day, in a text, Sterne had jokingly asked, ‘what happened to my fourth 
visit you promised?’ 

‘T’ll make up for it tomorrow by doing more than 4 visits... hope that you get good 
sleep in this hospital. Soon you’ll be at home.’ 


The next morning, as promised, Dr Gud appeared on the unit and was at Sterne’s 
bedside. 

‘How are you feeling?’ she asked warmly. 

Sterne wearing his familiar grin, ‘seeing you I feel much better, Dr Gud. Err... 
what had happened to my fourth visit yesterday?’ 

‘I was so tired yesterday I had to go home early,’ she said softly. 


The real truth was that Dr Gud had been having sleepless nights and emotional 
pain for the past months and had been struggling to keep afloat. 

Behind her smile there was a troubled woman. A woman who needed help but 
didn’t know where to turn and was desperately seeking for someone she could trust and 
confide what was secretly locked in her heart and mind, and what she would like to see 
happen. She knew what she was trying to achieve was almost unachievable by fair means, 
but still she was determined to try. 

She scanned the notes, reading all available test results, laboratory reports and 
x-rays and concluded that the treatments given thus far had done their jobs. The vital signs 
such as temperature, pulse and respiration were within normal range. The blood pressure 
was within normal range too. The epigastric pain and nausea Sterne had complained about 
on his arrival was gone and the frequency of diarrhoea had lessened. The prostate was 
slightly enlarged but nothing much to worry about. Some annoying fat were found in the 
liver and the potassium level was low. Overall though, Sterne was ready for discharge. 

‘It is time for you to go home.’ 

‘Oh... err... will you come to see me Dr Gud?’ 

“Where? At your home?’ and Sterne nodded gently. 

Dr Gud thought for a moment then said, ‘I'll think about it.’ 


Later that morning, the discharge paper, medications to be taken at home, and an 
appointment card listing two appointment dates were ready. Sterne was to leave hospital 
at 05.00pm, when Rama was going to be available to give him a lift home. Dr Gud on her 
fifth visit that day, she trotted on the unit and there were no smile on her face. Standing in 
the cubicle, Dr Gud saw Sterne was dressed and ready to go. As soon as Sterne saw her, 
he stood up. 

“Well I promised you five visits and this is it.’ 


Up to her fourth visits that day she had been very pleasant, chatting away with 
ease. Sterne had expected the last to be the same, possibly even better. 

‘Please come and sit down with me for a while Dr Gud,’ Sterne invited her and 
pointed to an empty chair in the room. 

‘No, I can’t,’ she replied dryly. 

‘Why not?’ Sterne frowned. 

‘I am tired and I need to eat something.’ 

‘Earlier on you told me you were going to lunch...you can’t be hungry so soon.’ 


Sterne suspected the feeling of hunger was just an excuse. He started to smell 
something fishy. It was like he was not talking to the same Dr Gud he had come to know, 
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admired and liked intensely during his short stay in the unit. What is going on? He 
whispered to himself. 

‘Why are you looking so serious and tense, Dr Gud?’ Sterne asked. 

‘I always smile at my patients...it helps them get better quicker...now that you are 
better...” 

‘...you have decided to take the smile away?’ Sterne finished her statement he 
thought she was about to make. He was not amused. 

‘With you it was for a different reason.’ 

‘Oh, what different reason?’ 


She didn’t say what the reason was, instead she said, ‘I got to go,’ extended her 
hand and Sterne took it, held it longer that he normally would, almost like he didn’t want 
to let go of it. He felt he had found something nice in Dr Gud and he was about to lose it 
without knowing why. Confusion! Confusion! 

Sterne was baffled and almost speechless. He sank in the chair with Dr Gud still 
standing there and he struggled to say, ‘what happened to us meeting again on the 
outside?’ 

‘Err... I don’t know when we’ll meet and if we’ll meet,’ she’d replied gently. 


Dr Gud extended her almost cold hand of friendship for another handshake, when 
Sterne had really expected, at the very least, a hug, even a small one. He shrugged his 
shoulders and sandwiched her hand in his, holding it for a few seconds, as they gazed into 
each others eyes, then when he’d let her hand go she turned and walked away. As she was 
doing so, she waved goodbye, leaving a bemused Sterne standing there wondering why 
she’d suddenly acted so strangely, but later on it transpired that she didn’t fail to notice 
the unhappiness which was quite evident on his face. 

Sterne had sunk in a chair and couldn't understand what had happened. For five 
days Dr Gud had been so pleasant and chatty. In fact more pleasant than could have been 
expected and then there was that sudden apparent professional stance. A relationship that 
was developing so nicely had suddenly and mysteriously appeared to have turned cold. 
During all the visits Sterne had received from Dr Gud he had however noticed that the 
way she had been developing her rapport with him suggested she needed something from 
him. But what could a doctor who held quite a senior position in her unit wanted from a 
patient? She had certainly stepped over the boundary line of a doctor-patient relationship a 
few times during her dealings with Sterne. She had even acknowledged it silently to 
herself once. If there was a motive, it certainly was not at all clear to Sterne. Could she 
have just been a teaser? Sterne wondered. She certainly never looked like a person who 
would make fun or provoked another human being in a playful or unkind way. Whatever 
was going on was a total mystery to Sterne. 

Moments later, Rama had come up to see Sterne and the latter suspected that the 
reason Rama had come is that someone had sent him. When Rama saw Sterne’s sad face 
he promptly asked, ‘what’s the problem?’ They both had always enjoyed a good, honest 
and trusting relationship. They were more than friends; they were like father and son. 
There was nothing that they wouldn’t do for each other, well maybe almost anything!!! 

‘I don’t want to talk about it.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘T just don’t...err...maybe later.’ 

‘Okay, I see you are all packed and ready to go.’ And Sterne nodded. 

‘Look, I won’t be able to take you home myself...I got a meeting to attend...’ 

‘So you want me to call a taxi or take the bus?’ 


55 


‘Oh, goodness me, no! I have asked my mum’s chauffeur to come and fetch you.’ 
‘Fine.’ 
‘I must go,” said Rama and he got up and went. 


Rama walked away in a hurry but he was worried about Sterne’s obvious sorrow 
and he was one way or another going to find out what had suddenly made him unhappy. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


(Trouble waters) 


had taken a few days off work. She spent the day looking back at her life 
through the bottom of a bottle of wine. Ginie entered her parent’s bedroom and 
saw her mother lying in bed looking dishevelled and lifeless. She rushed to her bedside 
and started to awake her, but Maya was too drunk to respond to her daughter’s call. Ginie 
immediately placed a call to Rama’s surgery. 
‘Yes,’ the receptionist said. 
‘Hello, I want to speak to my dad please.’ 
‘What’s your name,’ the receptionist asked?’ 
‘Ginie, Ginie Kaminski.’ 
‘One moment please.’ The receptionist immediately went to knock at the door of 
the consultation room. ‘Your daughter is on the phone, it appears urgent.’ 


; tmosphere in the Kaminski’s home had also become increasingly tense. Maya 
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Moments later when Rama arrived home he found his wife dead drunk with a 
bottle of red wine on the floor by her bedside. He gave her a check-up and then let her 
sleep it off. 

‘Is mum alright, dad?’ Ginie asked anxiously as she stood by the side of her dad. 

“Yes she will be alright. Now we must let her sleep.” And Rama guided his 
daughter out of the bedroom into hers. 

‘I have never seen mum in that state before. What’s wrong with her dad?’ 

‘She just had too much to drink, that’s all.’ 

“You are going to look after her, won’t you dad?’ 

“Yes, yes. You go to sleep now. Ill come and check on you later.’ 

‘Alright, goodnight dad!’ Ginie obeyed and closed her eyes, whilst Rama went 

back into the master’s bedroom and checked on his wife again. After a shower, he 

slipped into his pyjamas, got into bed next to Maya and switched off the bedside 
lamp. 
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It was ten to six in the morning when Maya woke up and she was surprised to see 
her husband fast asleep next to her. She removed the cover off herself; made sure her 
husband remained covered and got out of bed as quietly as she could. Once she had 
groomed herself she went to wash all the dishes she had left in the sink from the night 
before, and got breakfast ready. She took a breakfast tray to her husband and rested it on 
his bedside table. 

Seconds later the alarm rang and it woke up Rama. After a morning shave and a 
quick shower he was ready to go to work. As he was getting out of the bedroom, Maya 
entered and noticed he hadn’t touched his breakfast. 

‘I went to a lot of trouble to prepare this tray for you, Rama.’ 

‘!’m not hungry and I am late. Sorry I must rush. Help me with that will you?’ 
And Maya helped him to slip his coat on. 
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‘Rama... Rama, I have been thinking. I know I haven’t been the best wife to you, 
but I’m sure we’ll work it out somehow. You'll see.’ 

‘I must go,’ Rama insisted. 

“You know I got up early and made sure everything was just like you want them to 
be.’ 

Rama, looking quite serious nodded gently. ‘I didn’t sleep for long either,’ he 
mumbled and got out of the front door. 

‘At what time are you coming home tonight, Rama?’ 

‘T don’t know.’ 

‘Don’t be too late. I’1l make sure I leave work early.’ 

‘Tl try.’ 

‘Please try hard, we must make our marriage work.’ 

‘Look I can’t talk now, I must go,’ he said sharply and closed the front door 
behind him. But Maya re-opened the door, ‘we must talk how else we are going to resolve 
things? When a relationship is not going well the easiest thing is to break up, but this is 
not always the best solution—’ 


Rama kept silent and got in his car. 

‘Rama, it is not easy to throw away ten years and pretend it never happened. All 
marriages have their ups and downs. Ours is no exception. You must think again. Please 
promise me you will reconsider?’ 

‘Alright I promise. Now I must go,’ he said and started to drive away. 

‘Oh good.’ A faint smile parted Maya’s lips. ‘I know what; I'll call in sick so that I 
can be here when you come home.’ 


He drove off in his MERC without even giving her a wave. 

Ginie suddenly appeared, still in her pyjamas. “Has daddy gone mummy?’ 

‘Yes,’ she said sounding disappointed. ‘I wanted to say something important to 
him.’ She shook her head. ‘Never mind, after all he was late for work.’ 

‘Is he coming back?’ 

‘Of course he will,’ she said in a reassuring voice. ‘He has only gone to work, so 
why should not he?’ 

‘Then why don’t you cheer up, mum,’ said Ginie. “You can always call him on his 
mobile later and chat,’ she added casually. 

‘Of course. How right you are,’ Maya praised her daughter. ‘Now go and wash 
while I prepare your breakfast.’ 

‘Consider it done, mum.’ Ginie smiled and her mum smiled back. 


Ginie disappeared in the bathroom, leaving Maya in the kitchen. 
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LIVING IN SUSPENSE: Waiting for Rama at the hospital was Dr Gud. She was 
anxious to know what happened in the Kaminski’s household the day before. She had 
heard he had to rush home and suspected that something was wrong. All her calls to him 
had failed. 

She had driven to work that morning and hoped Rama at long last would tell her 
what she wanted to hear. Following their recent rows she had insisted that he tells his wife 
Maya, of their love for each other. She had threatened that if he didn’t come clean she was 
ready to end their affair. 
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The door of the staffroom creaked as Rama pushed it open and immediately closed 
it behind him. Their eyes met and she noticed he looked dreadful. Following yet another 
sleepless night Dr Gud looked drained too. Rama wasn’t surprised to see her having been 
informed of it by a staff nurse. They walked towards each other and when they were 
close, with her hands on his chest, she asked softly, ‘did you tell her?’ 

He nodded, ‘yes’, causing her to briefly lower her eyes, but almost immediately 
looked at him again. ‘What did she say?’ 

Shaking his head slightly whilst observing the satisfying expression on her face, he 
questioned, “what could she say?’ 


Dr Gud lowered her eyes, and grinned nervously. Neither of them felt comfortable. 
Resting her right hand lovingly on his face, she stated it needed to be done, but for Rama, 
telling his wife whom he had loved and lived with for several years that he had fallen in 
love with another woman was the hardest thing he has had to do in his life. Pulling 
himself away from Dr Gud he went to sit on the sofa and he couldn’t stop wondering if he 
had done the right thing. 
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THE PREVIOUS DAY when Sterne’s private taxi had arrived to take him to his 
bungalow, he’d left hospital feeling sad and confused. He was preoccupied with Dr 
Gud’s last words: ‘I don’t know when we'll meet and if we’ll meet.’ 

Those words kept tormenting him. What could she have meant by that? Sterne 
reflected on the double interpretations inherent in the statement. The way she had said it, 
including the follow-up cold handshake and suddenly walked away, made the words 
sound like they had come from the mouth of the one of Macbeth’s three witches. Even the 
great Thane of Glamis would have felt the cold and hot sensation that Sterne was 
experiencing. He was in a state of total uncertainty. He had gone into hospital to resolve 
one physical ailment and it appeared he had come out acquiring an emotional one. Sterne 
had given a new meaning to the term iatrogenic illness. He didn’t know whether he should 
be angry with himself or with Dr Gud. 

His home was not too far from the hospital. Fifteen minutes later the driver had 
dropped him off. Just as he had expected, home was a little strange. Being in the cubicle 
waiting every morning to be greeted by Dr Gud was quite a strange tonic. He suspected he 
was possibly dealing with a woman who had a calculated intention. The entire experience 
had appeared weird. 

Later on that evening, Rama had gone to visit him. Concerned why Sterne had left 
hospital evidently in an apparently distressed state, he had insisted on an explanation, but 
the latter was not ready to share. Sterne felt he had not processed everything fully yet and 
he wanted to do that first, hence his unwillingness to share anything with anyone. They 
talked but Sterne wasn’t forthcoming with any reason causing Rama to become angry thus 
inevitably led them to argue and shout at each other. They both had ranted at each other 
for a long while. 

‘T trusted you and even confided in you,’ Rama had yelled, ‘but you obviously 
cannot do the same, can you?’ 


Rama was furious and couldn’t understand why Sterne was so unwilling to share 
the reason of his distress and had begun to reproach him for being so secretive, so 
untrusting. The depth and strength of their relationship got tested to the full. 

‘T do trust you, Rama,’ Sterne had insisted calmly, ‘but I need time to think 


through, before I can open up my heart to you,’ he’d said pleadingly. 

Rama was not willing to wait, insisting on knowing what was bothering Sterne 
there and then. Finally and much reluctantly Sterne had decided to open up. 

After taking a sip of whisky, Sterne put his glass on the coffee table. He stood up 
and stared at Rama for a moment, paced up and down the room and then sat down again. 
After taking in a deep breath, ‘you know weeks ago you told me about that beautiful 
woman you were in love with,’ he said. 

‘Yeah,’ Rama said listening attentively and couldn’t understand why Sterne had 
brought up a conversation that took place weeks ago, when he was supposed to be 
explaining why he was looking so miserable. 

‘Well, during my stay in hospital there was a doctor who paid me lots of 
attention—’ 

Rama cut in. ‘It was my orders...I wanted you to be well cared for.’ 

‘But I think she was doing more than that. I had been flirting with her during all 
her visits and I think she liked it, at least I thought she liked it.’ 

“You think or you thought she liked it, which one?’ 

‘Well this is it,’ said Sterne. ‘Initial she appeared to like my flirting and responded 
well, which obviously pleased me...and I began to look forward to seeing her everyday 
and sometimes, even three times in a day and five times on the day of my discharge.’ 
There was a long pause and Sterne swallowed another whisky. 

‘Go on,’ Rama encouraged Sterne to continue. 

‘Everyday her smile made me feel so good, so much so, that I took the courage to 
ask her for her phone number and surprisingly she gave it to me.’ 

“You old fox,’ Rama said with a grin, ‘I never knew you still had it in you.’ 

‘But...’ 

‘But what?’ Rama frowned as he stared at Sterne. 

‘I don’t think she was interested in my good looks at all.’ 

‘Oh! ... Sterne, don’t run yourself down...if I can look like you when I am your 
age, I would be on top of the world.’ 

Sterne took yet another sip of his whisky. ‘I have a feeling she was after 
something more than just a fling... Looking at her eyes, behind that facade of looking 
cheerful, there was sadness and even bitterness I would hazard to say.’ 

‘She is after your money Sterne...and of course she loves your brain too,’ Rama 
commented with a smirk. “You have plenty of money which would make her very happy,’ 
he said flippantly. 

A smile touched Sterne’s lips. “Whatever she is after I might well give to have 
some fun times with her...’ 

“What’s is stopping you... she gave you her phone number... now that you are out 
of hospital give her a ring.’ 

Sterne grinned. ‘That was my plan, but on her last visit she was a totally different 
person altogether. Her smile had disappeared. Her approach towards me was frosty. We 
shook hands and she waved me goodbye. She even refused to sit down with me to have a 
chat, bringing some silly excuse like she had to go and eat something... which I knew was 
not true...’ 

‘Maybe she was tired... the unit you were in is quite demanding, you know.’ 

‘No, Iam sure she wanted something from me...’ 

‘T think she likes you... you should give her a ring... err... what’s her name?’ 


Sterne shook his head as he sat back. For a moment he seemed to be 
just...processing. Finally, he came out of his reverie. 
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‘I can’t tell you that.’ 

Rama frowned. ‘Why not?’ 

‘Because you never told me the name of the woman you said you are in love with.’ 

‘Okay, describe that doctor to me.’ 

Sterne swallowed. ‘She is very pretty.’ 

‘Pretty like in very, very pretty?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Are you besotted with her, Sterne?’ 

He turned and looked at Rama, his eyes huge. ‘Don’t be ridiculous...Well... 
possibly.’ 

‘lll tell you what, you write her name on a piece of paper and I’Il write the name 
of the woman I am in love with.’ 

‘It’s a deal!’ 


They both wrote a name down and exchanged papers. As soon as they both looked 
at what was written on the paper, they went berserk. If they each had a gun in their hand 
they would certainly have fired at each other instantly for different reason. Rama was so 
angry because he felt Sterne had over stepped the mark, but Sterne was angrier. He felt 
more annoyed because he was led blindly into a situation. Had Rama told him the name or 
showed the woman to him before he had gone into hospital, he would have interacted with 
her differently! 

‘Why didn’t you tell me Dr Gud was that woman you were in love with, you shit?’ 
Sterne screamed at Rama. 

‘I was going to show her to you,’ Rama screamed back at Sterne. 

“When? You fucking dick head.’ 

‘T don’t know... sometime in the near future, I guess,’ he stammered his answer. 

‘Sometime in the near future,’ Sterne echoed with disdain and shook his head. 

‘How did I know you were going to be taken ill?’ 

‘Did she know who I was, before I was admitted?’ 

‘She knew something about you and was looking forward to meeting you...she 
had told me to arrange it, but I never got round to it.’ 

“You are always too fucking busy,’ Sterne scolded Rama. ‘She could have told me 
who she was on my first encounter with her, couldn’t she?’ 

‘Don’t blame her; she thought I had already told you her name.’ 

‘Now it all makes sense.’ 

Rama frowned. ‘What makes sense?’ 

‘Her being so charming and over caring...willingly gave me her personal details 
including her telephone number...mobilizing medical services rapidly... accepting my 
text message when she was off duty and happily responded to it...’ 

‘That was good of her, don’t you think?’ 

‘But I made an ass of myself by being disrespectful.’ 

‘T wouldn’t worry too much about it, Sterne.’ 

‘Really??? Minutes ago you wanted to kill me...I saw the daggers in your eyes 
and the way you stared at me, ’ 

‘I saw yours too...you were not less threatening either.’ 


They paced up and down the room, periodically stopping, approaching each other, 
looking deep into each other’s eyes and then continued pacing up and down like two 
lunatics who were truly off their rocker. This went on for several minutes, until finally 
they approached and hugged each other. 


“What are we going to do?’ Sterne asked Rama as he sat down on the sofa cupping 
his head in his hands. 

‘I don’t know. What are we going to do Sterne?’ and they hugged each other. 

‘I need a drink,’ Sterne said. ‘Where is that bloody bottle of whisky?’ 


Rama fetched another bottle from the drink cabinet, poured Double Black whisky 
in two glasses and handed one glass to Sterne. The latter swallowed it in one go and asked 
for another. He sat there gazing at Rama and muttered ‘you do know I would have never 
been disrespectful if I had known, do you?’ 

‘I do Sterne; I know you are not that kind of person.’ 

‘And she was wrong too...she had plenty of opportunities to inform me.’ 

‘She thought you were already informed by me.’ 

‘She must have told you I had been discourteous?’ 

“Yes she did.’ 

‘How did you feel about that?’ 


Rama shrugged his shoulders. ‘I can see how it happened...she is beautiful, isn’t 
she? 

‘Hmm...Yes she is...” 

‘If she had fallen for you, would you have?’ 

‘If I didn’t know you were having an affair with her, maybe!!!” 

Rama questioned, ‘Now that you know?’ 

‘What kind of stupid question is that? Of course not, I don’t go round screwing 
someone else wife, or mistress or whatever you call her,’ Sterne said angrily. ‘Besides, I 
love my wife...Fill me up, will you?’ 


Rama put more whisky in Sterne’s glass. There was a long pause before the latter 
began to talk again. 

‘T have a feeling Dr Gud will ring me tomorrow...but if she doesn’t, I will ring her 
and give her a piece of my mind, because she tried to make a fool of me, and you too, 
come to think of it.’ 

‘No she didn’t, it was just unfortunate...given the circumstance you met her.’ 

‘Okay, you weren’t to know I was going to be taken ill...but she could have told 
me and stopped me making as ass of myself.’ 

‘Don’t worry about it, Sterne.’ 

‘Stop saying that...1 am angry with you... very angry, you do know that?’ 

‘I know, Sterne.’ 

‘Tell me you didn’t plan that together.’ 

‘Plan what?’ 

Sterne explained, ‘...trying to make a fool of me.’ 

Rama shook his head. ‘No one tried such a thing, Sterne,’ he said emphatically. 

Sterne was not convinced. ‘I am going to bed...see yourself out...dick head!’ 

‘Goodnight Sterne.’ 


Sterne didn’t respond, and Rama left knowing that Sterne wasn’t amused and he 
was concerned that that unfortunate incidence would spoil his relationship with Sterne. 2 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


(Desperately seeking an ally) 


ama and Dr Gud rendezvous again in a quiet allay after duty. They arrived 
in separate cars. The latter came out of her car and slipped into Rama’s. 
They sat on the back seat close to each other and chatted. Dr Gud was the 
kind of woman who would fight for her love and ready to accept any help she could get. 

‘How is Sterne?’ Dr Gud asked as she rested her head on Rama’s left shoulder. 

“Well, when I left him yesterday, he was in an angry mood.’ 

‘Oh! Did you two quarrel?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Why?’ 

‘He felt you tried to mislead him.’ 

‘IT misled him...How did I do that?’ 

‘By being overly charming, I guess.’ 

‘I thought you had already told him about us and I was being extra nice to him.’ 

‘I did but he never knew your name or how you look like.’ 

‘But now he does...so what’s the problem?’ 

“You are... He dislikes you.’ 

“Oh no!’ 

‘Err... yeah.’ 

“We must get him on our side. How would you feel if I try again?’ 

‘I don’t think this is a good idea!’ 

‘I think he can help us be together... You do want us to be together, don’t you?’ 

Rama nodded, ‘Yes, but—’ 

‘No but. It’s settled...1’1l get in touch with him.’ 

“You do know he regards me like his own son?’ Rama pointed out. 

‘Great. Then I’1l treat him like a nice uncle!’ 


Dr Gud was determined to get Sterne involved and went out of her way to befriend 
him with the intention of enlisting his help and support. 
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Approaching 49 years old, Rama was unusually a man of few words. He tended to 
keep his feelings to himself. His marriage to Maya was an arranged one. In keeping with 
eastern cultures, couples tended to marry and then learn to love each other. Most of the 
time this kind of courtship works well and for quite a while this had been the case with 
Rama until Dr Gud had come along and he’d begun to feel there was something missing 
in his marriage which made him unhappy. But was he prepared to divorce his wife and 
abandoned his little 9-year-old daughter Ginie? This was the biggest obstacle confronting 
the two lovers. Although Dr Gud had reassured Rama that she would never separate him 
from his wife and child, deep inside this was exactly what she needed to do to get him for 
herself so that she could spend the rest of her life with him. All is fair in love and war as 
the saying goes. She was neither deterred by the wide age difference, nor by the fact that 
he was already married. She’d fallen for him and he was her prize. If there was one 
chance of running away with him she would have taken it without hesitation. Even when 


she knew that was not on offer, still she was not prepared to give up her quest. She’d been 
praying to God for a miracle to happen and had pinned her hope on Sterne to support her. 
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Later that night, Sterne received an SMS. Unsurprisingly it was from Dr Gud. It 
was a simple one liner. ‘Hello good morning. How r u??’ That was her usual opening line. 
And Sterne didn’t text back immediately. He reflected for a while before doing so. 

@11:06pm Sterne wrote: Hi I wondered all night if you would text me and now I 
can stop wondering. Thank you for looking after me so well...Oh, by the way, why didn’t 
you tell me you are the mystery lady Rama told me about? Helen of troy was the face that 
launched a thousand ships. I hope yours will not be the face that destroys him. 

@12:33pm Dr Gud replied, J love Rama and will always do so. 

@12:46am Sterne texted back immediately, /’m glad to hear it. 


He wondered if he had been set up for something. The thought that Rama might be 
in on it bothered him and he couldn’t wait to see him again so that he could question him. 

@12:56pm Sterne sent another text: J am sorry for the way I related with you 
whilst I was in hospital. Quite a few things did not make sense...I just didn’t know you 
were the mystery lady Rama was secretly seeing... If I have offended you in anyway, I 
apologise. 

@12:58pm Dr Gud wrote: Why you said mystery lady??? 

@01:11pm Sterne wrote: to explain, Rama had told me about you weeks ago 
but he never told me your name and I never knew your face but you knew of me, 
didn’t you? 


Dr Gud kept quiet, but a few minutes later she responded. 
@01:12pm Dr Gud wrote: Weeks ago???? Never mind, now you know who the 
mystery lady of Rama is... 


Sterne could feel the tension building up and he was prepared for it. 

@01:18pm Sterne wrote: J only knew after I had left hospital. Will you please 
calm down? This texting is so cumbersome. 

@01:51pm Dr Gud wrote: Sorry I have to go...I have ward-round to 
do...doesn’t matter maybe one day we'll meet before you go, together with Rama...in 
the meantime take care of your health. 


Sterne was furious to be cut off so abruptly, as he would have rather discussed the 
situation there and then. He was so troubled and was not afraid to show it. 

@02:21pm an angry Sterne wrote: No I hope we never meet (with or without 
Rama) or anyone else. Allowing me to be made a silly old fool once is enough, don’t you 
think? Take care. 

Shocked by Sterne’s response, @02:23pm Dr Gud wrote: Why you thinking like 
this??? We didn’t think about telling you this before but it’s good we have become friends 
and now you know that I’m the lady of Rama. 

@02:45pm Sterne received a phone call from Dr Gud. They talked for almost 
two hours. Sterne began by re-explaining sequence of events leading to their first 
meeting. Dr Gud showed complete inability to comprehend what difference it would have 
made to their initial encounter and beyond, regarding how the relationship started and 
progressed. Sterne explained that if he had known she was the mystery woman Rama had 
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confided in him weeks or so ago, he would have approached their first unexpected 
moment they met differently; he would have been more cautious with his words in order 
not to cause any misunderstandings. 

Her attitude and tone remained dominant which made Sterne increasingly angry as 
the conversation progressed for over an hour. Up to that point, Sterne had remained fairly 
calm and composed. When he found there was no comprehension coming from Dr Gud he 
snapped and yelled at her. That was enough to cause Dr Gud to change her tone. It 
became softer but unfortunately by then Sterne’s anger had risen. 

‘Why you dislike me?’ 

‘T don’t like rude pompous women.’ 


The idea of Sterne disliking her disturbed Dr Gud! The sound of anguish in Sterne’s 
voice made her realised he was in distress. The conversation ended abruptly. 
@ 04:40pm Dr Gud wrote: my sincere apologies that we have hurt you so much! 
@ 04:41pm Sterne wrote back: Apologies accepted! 


2K ok 


An angry Sterne shifted himself slowly from the kitchen away from the cooker and 
went to sit for a moment on the white leather settee which laid proudly in his Louis XIV 
style lounge. Late that evening Rama had come to visit him. As he entered in the 
lounge Rama could tell by the way he was greeted that he was going to have a hard 
time. Sterne wasted no time in having a go at him. He went over the same thing they 
had argued the night before and Sterne told Rama of the telephone conversation he 
had had with Dr Gud including the content of any text messages he had received. He 
once again blamed Rama for allowing him to walk into a situation that was now 
causing him distress and accused him of being party to it, which the latter had 
repeatedly denied and described everything as a big misunderstandings. 

Sterne watched the curious, expression on Rama’s face for a time, and then he 
shrugged his shoulders to lighten his thoughts. Up to that day, they’d both valued each 
other very much. They’d lived like father and son, but now that relationship which 
once stood solid appeared to be falling apart. A healthy relationship between two men 
had been spoiled. 


ok ok ok 


THE NEXT DAY, Rama and Dr Gud took their break together as usual. As 
they sat in the staff room, they stared at each other as if trying to read each other’s 
mind. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?’ 

‘Like what? Rama asked. 

‘Like you are angry with me—’ 

‘I am still thinking of Sterne.’ 

‘Oh, what about?’ 

“You tried to make a fool out of him and he blames me for it.’ 

‘Nonsense! All I did was to be extra kind to him to get him on our side.’ 

‘I know, but—’ 

‘There is always, a but, with you. At least I am trying to seek help to save our 
love, what are you doing besides criticising me? 

‘What am I doing?’ Rama raised his voice. 
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‘Each time I ask you something; you either say nothing or get angry.’ 

‘I am sorry you asked questions for which I have no answers.’ 

‘Then maybe Sterne would have them...by the way Sterne and I have been 
communicating with each other.’ 

‘I know.’ 

‘I got all the text messages on my phone, here read them.’ Dr Gud offered her 
phone to Rama but he refused to take it. 

“You know I am getting fed up with this relationship...if you are not prepared 
to do anything, let it be...I am going to ask for a transfer.’ 


Dr Gud was never afraid of speaking her mind and she did, then left the Staff 
room, leaving a stunned Rama sitting there on his own. 


38 2K ok 


Sterne liked to help people whenever he could. Dr Gud in her desperation to 
achieve her wants, using the good relationship that she knew existed between Rama 
and Sterne, she’d seized on the one and only source of getting support by befriending 
Sterne. 

To some extent, Rama also wanted help and guidance but, unlike Dr Gud, he 
was much more reluctant to ask for it and for a while never asked anything for it 
himself, only wished it. 

On 18 May @ 09:07am Sterne had received an SMS from Dr Gud which 
read as follows: 

Hello how r y??? I just hope you are not angry... I’m sorry that we didn’t tell you 
but what could we have told you...your son-like Rama and me, that you once considered a 
friend, are very much in love but we are so unfortunate that we have to accept the truth 
that we can never be together and there’s no one who can help us...you can’t imagine the 
situation we both are in!! the pain behind our smile...I just hope you understand us... 
sometimes we have to sacrifice our happiness for many reasons and Rama and I are doing 
that...that’s the saddest part of my life...anyway there’s nothing me and him can do except 
to accept this bitter truth...if only someone could help us... but anyway it was very nice 
meeting you...you are someone who has a very positive attitude towards life... I wish you 
good health and long life... 


When Sterne read the message he did not respond immediately. He wondered 
what he could do to help. 

@09.49pm Dr Gud wrote: We are in a very bad situation... 

@09.50pm Sterne wrote: My first suggestion is to continue loving each 
other...love is the most wonderful emotion and when it comes our way we must hold on to 
it... 

@09:52pm Dr Gud wrote: Is it possible to continue loving each other and at the 
same time knowing that he and I can never be together... 

@09:58pm Sterne wrote: The shortest answer to your question is yes and you 
have a choice... 


Reluctantly Sterne was slotted in and he made use of his own personal 
experiences in an attempt to respond to what appeared to be a cry for help. 

@10:00pm Dr Gud wrote: Saying it and living the situation are two different 
things ...anyway we are unlucky...take good care of yourself and hope you understand our 
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situation. 


There was no further exchange of SMS that day. 


2K 2 ok 


Sterne was sleeping when @05:27am he was woken up by a ping. He sat up and 
looked at his phone. There it was, an SMS from Dr Gud. She wrote: [...] don’t 
understand what we should do... its becoming day by day more painful... 


Sterne got up and made himself a cup of coffee and went back to bed. 

@05:30am Dr Gud wrote: J want me and Rama to remain together forever and 
ever lifelong... I want to spend the rest of my life with Rama the one I love more than 
anything else... 

@05:32am Sterne wrote: ... J got you. 

@05:46am Dr Gud wrote: We need your support...God send you here surely for 
some purpose... he made me and you meet surely for some reason... 
@05:57am Dr Gud wrote again: We live in a cruel world where two people who love each 
other so immensely and intensely and truly have to get separated...me and him we can’t 
do anything apart from accepting this bitter truth...you said you know the pain and 
regret...I hope Rama and me don’t suffer and regret whole life that we didn’t do anything 
for our relationship...I don’t know what to say more...we need help...help us. 


Sterne was in a quandary. For a few moments he sat motionless, gazing out of the 
window across the dark side-passage of his bungalow. Moments later he opened the bed 
sheet of the ornate single bed, moved to the sink to clean his teeth and got back to bed 
again. He turned out the lights then pulled up the bed sheet and English duvet. For ten 
minutes he lay on his left side reflecting on recent events. Finally, he turned over and 
focused his mind towards the tunnel of sleep and slept, with the warmth and humour of 
his eyes extinguished, his features relapsed into a silent mask, unsmiling, and peaceful. 2 
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CHAPTER NINE 


(Alienation of affection) 


aya knew that for the last seven years since she gave birth to her 
beautiful daughter, Ginie, she was totally preoccupied with her, but little 
did she realise she was doing so at the expense of her husband. The 
knowledge that there were three in her marriage disturbed her. After getting over the 
initial shock, she had to take action. 
Dr Gud’s phone shrilled and she answered it immediately. There was no caller ID 
showing. 
“Yes.” 
‘Is that Dr Gud?’ 
‘Speaking.’ 
‘Err...J am Maya Kaminski. Can we meet?’ 
“What? Whatever for?’ Dr Gud asked nervously. 
‘We need to talk.’ 
“What about?’ 
‘Urhm, about my husband...don’t say no, it’s important that we meet.’ 


After a long silence. “Alright! When and where?’ 

‘In front of the Plaza, at five, this afternoon.’ Maya waited anxiously for a positive 
response. 

‘No... Not there. Too public,’ Dr Gud said. 

‘Then, you suggest a place. I promise I won’t make a scene, just talk.’ 

‘Okay, how about Garcgon café?’ 

“Where is that?’ 

‘In Chevalier Avenue, it’s a quiet cul-de-sac, just opposite the football Stadium.’ 

‘lll find it. Garcon café it is. Thank you. We should be able to talk as two grown 
up adults.’ 


Maya held on to the receiver for a bit longer, with a grin on her face. Content that 
she had managed to secure a meeting with the woman who was about to take her husband 
away from her, she replaced the receiver on its cradle. She opened her handbag and 
checked that she still had the flick knife she had recently bought. She touched it with her 
hand and then closed her handbag. 


Dr. Gud, on the other hand could not wait to terminate the call. The last person 
she’d wanted to have a talk with was Maya. What does she want to talk about? She 
mumbled. What would Rama think about it? She couldn’t wait to tell him about it. 


38 ok 2k 


Dr Gud pushed opened the veneered door of the staff room and walked 
purposefully inside. Rama was sitting alone. 

‘I’m glad I caught you.’ 

‘Oh! What’s up?’ 
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‘Guess who’s just rang me?’ 

‘Tell me.’ 

“You haven’t even guessed once?’ 

‘I’m not in the mood of guessing; just spit it out, Laddoo.’ 

“Your wife.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

“That’s it? Just Oh!’ 

‘I’m sure you’re going to tell me what she wanted.’ 

‘She wants me to meet with her at Garcon café, for a talk.’ 

‘For a talk, eh! Are you sure she doesn’t want to scratch your eyes out?’ 

‘I don’t think she is the type. She is too sophisticated for that.’ 

‘So, you are going?’ 

‘I said yes, but I’m not sure if I should.’ 

‘She is certainly not a fan of yours, but if she wants to talk then maybe you need to 
listen to what she has to say. But be careful.’ 

‘So, you think I should keep the meeting?’ 

‘Why do I get the feeling you have already made up your mind? If you want to go 
then go...what else can I say?’ 

‘It’s settled then. Besides I do want to hear what she got to say.’ 


Well it was already settled before she’d spoken to Rama, but now it was definitely 
settled. Dr Gud knew of Maya but they had never met. However, anyone who is stealing 
another woman’s husband ought to be on her guard as she could find herself in deep 
trouble. Dr Gud having fought so hard for Rama to tell his wife about their clandestine 
affair, she wasn’t about to capitulate, even if it did mean she had to face the other woman, 
Maya. 

In her red flat casual shoes Dr Gud hurried across the pristine, white tiles towards 
the ICU. Moments later, peering through the surround curtain of the cubicle, she noticed 
an old man lying flat on a bed. Standing behind her was the ward sister. Dr Gud 
proceeded in examining the man. After she had finished, she glanced at her watch, made a 
quick entry in the man’s case note and left almost immediately. 


38 28 3k 


DOWN AT PORT LOUIS, Maya made a quick visit to her hairdresser for a blow 
dry before going to her rendezvous. When her hair was done, she moved to a mirror and 
put on her eyeliner, which really make her dark eyes pop, followed by the signature pink 
lipstick she had not worn since the day she had turned seventeen. With a final glance at 
the mirror, she smiled at her reflection and headed down to the agreed meeting place. 
Garcon café was almost empty. After placing her order she took a table for two near the 
window and waited anxiously. The glass door opened. Dr. Gud entered dead at 5 o’clock 
and looked around. Maya recognised her from a photo she had previously seen on 
Facebook, waved to her and watched her walked towards her table. She could 
immediately see why Rama had fallen for Dr. Gud, but couldn’t help noticing how young 
she looked. 

‘Tam Maya Kaminski,’ Maya said. ‘Thanks for accepting my invitation.’ And Dr. 
Gud offered her hand to Maya. ‘I am Dr. Gud.’ 

“You are just like I imagined you to be.” Maya commented as they shook hands 
and took their seats. 

Suddenly they were interrupted. “Your order madam,’ the waitress said and placed 
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a tray of tea with two cups. 

‘Thank you,’ Maya said to the waitress as the latter was walking away and 
instantly turning her attention to Dr. Gud, ‘I took the liberty of ordering tea for us. I hope 
this is okay with you.’ 

‘That’s very nice of you; my favourite beverage.’ 


Maya stared briefly at Dr Gud and then with her head lowered she began to rub 
her forehead. 

“You know, I had it all clear in my head what exactly I wanted to say to you, but 
now that you are here my mind has gone blank.’ 

‘Not to worry,’ said Dr Gud reassuringly, ‘we can have our talk another time, and 
attempting to strike a friendship, ‘today we can just enjoy a nice cup of tea together.’ 

‘No,’ Maya said firmly. ‘No, I can pull myself together. As it so happened there 
isn’t much to say.’ She picked up her cup and took a sip. ‘You know, it takes years to 
build a good marriage, but just a few minutes to watch it crumble down. This is the sad 
thing about it, whichever way you look at it.’ 

‘Mrs Kaminski, it wasn’t a planned thing. It just happened.’ 

Maya stared at Dr Gud, ‘you didn’t plan it,’ she unintentionally raised her voice, 
causing people sitting around them to look. ‘Couldn’t you have stolen someone else’s 
husband? Or have one who is not already married? God knows there are plenty around.’ 

Dr. Gud was taken aback. Maintaining her cool, ‘if your idea of talking is to shout 
at me, I am leaving.’ She made an attempt to stand up. And Maya immediately placed her 
right hand on hers. “No don’t. Iam sorry.’ 

After a brief silence, “you are so young and beautiful, just like I was once. I was a 
beauty pageant once; did my husband tell you that?’ 

“Tarte Banane told me.’ 

‘Tarte Banane?’ Maya yelled. ‘His name is Rama. Dr Rama Kaminski. You should 
know, being a doctor and all.’ 

Dr Gud got up, looking embarrassed. And Maya immediately grabbed her arm. 
‘Sorry, please sit down. You haven’t touched your tea.’ 


They both took a sip. 

‘Did you know we were trying for another baby? Did Rama tell you?’ 

‘He had mentioned it.’ 

Tempted to raise her voice again, but managed to keep it down. “But you still 
came between us,’ Maya reproached Dr. Gud. “The problem is that having a baby made 
me lose my pretty figure. That’s why I waited for a long time before trying for another 
one. I wanted my muscles to have time to tone up before stretching them again.” Maya 
reflected for a moment then added bitterly, ‘yours too will suffer the same thing, you will 
see.’ 

‘Please don’t curse me.’ 

‘T don’t have to. It always happens when women have children. What I can’t 
understand is that how can you sit there looking so cool. I guess you doctors are trained to 
remain cool and collected under pressure. I had it all thought out. To think I was going to 
offer for us to share him. But you want him all for yourself, don’t you?’ She shook her 
head in disbelief. ‘What does a woman like you want with a skeleton like him? Even 
Gandhi had more flesh than him. He is not that handsome and filled with grey hair... Half 
of the time he can’t even make up his mind. In a few years time he will be collecting his 
old age pension. Why don’t you find someone closer to your own age? Are you really that 
desperate?’ 


Dr Gud looking distressed, “I love him... he is the only man I will ever love,’ she 
uttered understandingly. 

“You love him,’ Maya echoed with disgust in her voice. ‘You just want to have sex 
with him, that’s all. Women like you don’t know the meaning of the word love... do you 
know that he snores like a pig and talk in his sleep? And he can lash out with his hand 
when he is angry?’ 


Dr Gud turned her head away desperately wanting Maya to stop making venomous 
accusations. She was in love with Rama and nothing that anyone could say would alter 
her feelings for him. She believed Rama was her destiny and she was going to follow that 
road however thorny it looked to anyone around her. With tears running down her cheeks, 
she listened to Maya’s non-stop character assassination. 

Maya stared at Dr Gud for a moment, biting her lip in a way that looked so painful 
and then lifting her gaze, ‘I am sure you already know some of the things I have said 
against Rama, but I know much, much more. For a smart woman like you ... surely it is 
not difficult for you to find a man of your own, is it? Why are you trying to break my 
family? Surely you can’t be that selfish? You think you know him, but let me break it to 
you, you don’t. When you live with someone for as long as I have, you get to know 
things... you get to know all his faults and if then you still want to be with him, only then 
you know you love him and I do!’ She opened her handbag and put her hand inside. 

Dr Gud immediately got up; with tears still in her eyes, ‘I am sorry, it’s time for 
me to go,’ she said and walked out before Maya could stop her. On her way home she 
could hear the voice of Maya pounding her ears. For a moment, she lost concentration and 
hit several cones lining the road but managed to react quickly and regained control of her 
vehicle. A little further down the road she brought her car to a stand still and sat there 
until she felt safe to continue her way home. As soon as she entered her flat, she threw 
herself on her bed and broke down. Minutes later, Rama called her mobile and she 
answered. 

‘Yes.’ Her voice was faint. 

‘T just rang to find out how the meeting went.’ 

“We had a very long and pleasant chat,’ Dr Gud lied. 

“Then why are you crying?’ 

‘How do you know I am crying?’ 

“You sound different. You sound distressed.’ 

‘T'll be alright. We both will be. Your wife had a few things on her mind and 
needed to say them and she did.’ 

‘Things? What kind of things?’ 

‘Mostly about you, really, how bad you are and how sorry I would be when I 
discover all your bad habits.’ 

‘Its better you find out now than later, isn’t it?’ 

“You know what, now that I know I love you even more.’ 

‘T love you too.’ 


38 28 2k 


Later that day, Rama was home with his wife. He was determined to show Maya 
that he disapproved of her meeting with Dr Gud. On reflection, he wished he had 
persuaded her not to meet with Maya. 

‘I met with your Dr Gud today. Did she tell you?’ 

‘T know.’ 
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‘Of course you would... how stupid of me!’ 

‘I hope you have been nice to her.’ 

‘Nice to her.’ She latched on. ‘You expect me to be nice to her? 

‘Yes, I do. If you want to blame anyone for the failure of our marriage, then, blame 
me. It’s my entire fault to have allowed it to happen. Now we are where we are and we 
need to deal with it in a civilised manner. God knows how much I have tried to make our 
marriage work.’ 

‘We have a good life, hardly any cross words,’ Maya said tentatively. ‘We have 
been happy together,’ 

‘We are not happy now, years ago maybe, but not now. The only thing that has 
happened is that we have learnt to accept the situation.’ 

‘I never knew you were so unhappy. Why did not you tell me? I thought you love 
me.’ 

‘Oh, God knows I do, Maya, but now not in the same way as when we first met.’ 

‘Not in the same way,’ Maya snapped angrily. ‘There is only one way to love. You 
either love or you don’t and you made your position clear. I think you should go now. Ill 
survive.’ 

Ginie interrupted. ‘What is all that shouting mum and dad?’ 

Maya rushed to Ginie and lifted her into her arms. ‘It’s nothing.’ 

‘I heard you two yelling at each other, and you tell me, it’s nothing?’ She looked 
at Rama. ‘Is it nothing dad?’ 

‘Ginie,’ Rama said. 

‘Stop dad. Stop treating me like a child. I know you don’t love us anymore.’ 

Maya butted in. “Youcan go Rama. The sooner the better! We will survive without 
you. I can work. I can bring my daughter on my own, you’ll see. For years I have believed 
in our love and life together. Not anymore. I want you out.’ 

A shocked Rama interrupted, ‘but—’ 

Maya cut in and shouted, ‘enough of your but.’ 

Rama had heard enough. ‘If that’s what you want—’ 

“Yes, this is what I want. Go and have your fun with that slut and don’t you dare 
come back.’ 

“You have spoken. I'll pack a suitcase.’ 

“You do that.” Rama went into the bedroom. 


Maya stood there for a moment, looking solemn. Then she followed Rama into the 
bedroom. 

‘Let me help you pack,’ Maya said softly. 

‘No thank you. I can manage.’ 

“You don’t know where everything is. You never did...’ then again in a soft voice, 
‘stop and sit down with me for a minute, Rama.’ And they both sat on the edge of the bed, 
next to each other. 

“When you saw our daughter’s reaction, didn’t that make you want to reconsider?’ 


Rama glanced at his wife and then lowered his eyes saying nothing. 

‘Dr Gud is so young. She is not for you Rama. Soon she will be fed up with you 
and you would have left us for a no good slut?’ 

‘Don’t call her that, Maya, please,’ Rama said, imploringly. ‘We can’t always help 
our feelings.’ 

“You are so right. You know how much I hate you right now? You are weak like 
me. Admit it. We are right together. We have a beautiful daughter to prove it.’ 
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‘T will continue to look after both of you.’ 

‘Like, coming to see us every weekend, and showing to your daughter what a good 
father you are?’ 

‘Something likes that,’ said Rama reflectively. ‘Help me with the packing will 
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you. 


He got off the bed, pulled down the suitcase from the loft and laid it opened on the 
bed. Maya help him with his packing. 

‘Ginie will—’ 

Rama interrupted his wife, ‘there is a lot to sort out, the money, the house, the 
divorce—’ 

‘Ginie and I will be fine. I'll keep the house of course. As for the divorce you can 
take care of that,’ Maya said calmly. ‘I am sure you know more about it than I. By the 
way I do not need your money. I work. I just have to work a bit harder, but that’s alright. 

‘Maya, you can’t refuse my money. I want you and Ginie to continue to have a 
good life, in want of nothing.’ 

‘Really?’ Maya looked straight into Rama’s eyes. ‘We came a long way... you 
and me. We bought this house together. We brought up our daughter to believe she has 
two parents to look after her—’ 

‘She still has.’ 

‘How long do you think this will last? Soon you and Dr Gud will have your own 
children... then everything will change.’ 

‘Like what?’ 

‘Do you think when you have children with Dr Gud, she will be happy you paying 
alimony and leaving her short?’ 

‘She has a good income and a good heart.’ 

“That would not be the incentive. The motivation would be to detach you 
completely from us. So it is better, you detach yourself from us completely and let us find 
our feet. It would be hard to start with, but it is better this way. I have made the mistake of 
relying on you and it is time I rely on myself for a change.’ She closed the suitcase. ‘Here 
you are, done.’ She raised her head and their eyes met. ‘Go now and take care of 
yourself,’ Maya said looking dismal. 
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Rama took the suitcase in one hand with a raincoat in another and walked out of 
the bedroom. As he reached the lounge downstairs, he saw Ginie standing there. They 
stared at each other for a moment, and then Rama walked towards the front door, watched 
by Maya and Ginie. 

‘Goodbye dad,’ a sad Ginie said and turned side ways. 


Rama turned round immediately and looked sadly at Ginie and Maya. Then with a 
sad smile on his face and without saying a word he gave them his back, opened the door 
and closed it gently behind him. Ginie and Maya could still hear the click of the lock. 
Maya feeling her legs wanting to give in underneath her, she went to sit down. Ginie came 
to rest herself between her mother’s legs and hugged her mum. Seconds later, Maya got 
up, went to the window and watched her husband walking away. She couldn’t help 
reflecting how when she had first met him and took him in her heart as a prince. For a 
moment she itched to run after him and begged him to stay, but she felt she had 
humiliated herself far too much. In her heart she willed Rama, to turn his head so that she 
could look at his face once more, so that if she should ever go blind she would have an 
eternal picture of him engraved in her mind. A confused, sad and deflated Rama 
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continued to walk without looking back leaving a tearful Maya and Ginie on their own. 
The house suddenly felt cold and lonely as she left the window and walked back to her 
daughter. She didn’t even feel the tears rolling slowly down her cheeks. All she could do 
now was to put him out of her mind, and tried to overcome her own feelings of sadness. 
He was resigned to the fact that he had decided to walk away, that was his choice over 
which she had no control. 

‘Let’s go to bed Ginie.’ And Ginie put her arms around her mum. ‘I’Il look after 
you, mum.’ 

As they walked upstairs together Maya remarked, ‘he was such in a hurry to get to 
her he didn’t even take his razor. He will be back for them.’ 


As they reached the bedroom, Maya stared at the empty wardrobe, and went 
straight towards it and closed the doors immediately. It was like closing a chapter of her 
life. Rama whilst walking away from his family towards Dr Gud’s car, he felt numbed. 
Once he had put his suitcase in the boot of the car, he put both his hands on his head and 
ruffled his hair. 

As he did so, Dr Gud asked, ‘are you sure you are doing the right thing, Tarte 
Banane?’ 

Rama reflected for a moment. ‘I would prefer to have both of you, of course. Since 
this does not appear to be possible... what can I do?’ 

Mulling over Rama’s expressed desire, prompted Dr Gud to recall Maya saying 
that she would have been willing to consider sharing and wondered if she really meant it. 


28 2K 


When Rama’s mother Sunita found that her son had not brought her 
granddaughter to visit her, she rang his home several times and no one answered. The 
answer machine was on and recorded the calls. Maya later knew who had called but was 
too upset to call back. She didn’t want to answer any awkward questions so it was simpler 
to ignore the calls. Sunita was not a quitter. Determined to get through, after further tries, 
Maya picked up the receiver. 

‘Is that Maya?’ Sunita asked and Maya recognised the voice of her mother in law 
straight away. ‘Yes, speaking.’ She sounded faint. 

‘Are you sick? You sound awful.’ She looked worried about her, she liked her. 

‘No, just tired.’ 

‘Is Rama there? I have tried his mobile and there was no response.’ 

‘He is gone.’ 

‘Gone,’ Sunita echoed. ‘Gone where?’ 


Maya had no idea how to tell her mother-in-law what had happened. She had a 
good relationship with her but did not particularly want her to get involved. She was also 
conscious that Sunita was very fond of her grand daughter and would never dream of 
denying her access. 

‘Rama and I had a pretty serious talk,’ said Maya, as she took a seat. ‘It was stupid 
of me not to realise it would end up like this.’ She was fighting back the tears that she had 
wallowed in, all weekend. 

‘What are you telling me, Maya?’ Sunita was beginning to fear the worse. 

‘He doesn’t want to be married to me anymore. I know that would be a shock to 
you as it was to me, too. I know you want to see Ginie. I will bring her when I get time, 
and you can come here and see her too if you want. The only thing that would be different 


is that Rama won’t be here.’ 

‘Tell me you aren’t serious... was it a big fight?’ Sunita had never known them to 
have a cross word. She was as surprised as she had been at what she had just told her. 

‘He will still be your son,’ Maya said carefully. ‘It’s just that he won’t be my 
husband anymore.’ As she said this, her lips quivered, and the tears started to run down 
her cheeks again. 

‘He will change his mind and come back. You'll see.’ Sunita tried to reassure 
Maya and the latter wished her mother-in-law was right. 

‘T wish he would,’ said Maya frankly, “but I doubt it.’ 

‘Are you getting a divorce?’ Sunita asked and Maya answered, ‘that’s what he 
wants.’ She choked out the words. 

Sunita bit her lower lip. ‘You wait when I see him. Why he would do something 
like that, I don’t know. If only his father was here.’ It didn’t even occur to her there was 
another woman in her son’s life, and Maya did not care to volunteer that information. 

‘T'll talk to you again Maya take care.’ The call ended. 
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Sunita immediately tried Rama’s mobile again and she still got no answer. She 
decided to leave a short text message for him to call. Minutes later she heard from Rama. 
He claimed his phone was not functioning properly. 

‘What’s going on, Rama?’ she asked. ‘I have been talking to Maya.’ 

‘So you know,’ he said, trying to sound normal and sane. ‘How is Maya?’ 

“How do you expect her to be?’ Sunita tackled him squarely ensuring that he felt 
guilty. ‘Have you gone insane?’ 

Rama sighed before he answered his mother. ‘Whatever you may think, it wasn’t 
easy for me to make that decision. I had thought about it for a long time. I kept hoping I 
would feel differently if I waited, but I didn’t. To keep sane I had to do it, for me. For a 
long time I have felt like I was buried alive with her.’ 

Suddenly it dawned on Sunita. ‘Is there someone else?’ Sunita held her breath as 
she waited for an answer. 

Rama hesitated just long enough for his mother to become suspicious. ‘Maya will 
find someone else eventually,’ Rama said. 

‘...how convenient for you, Rama?’ Sunita said and added, “your response was 
incredibly insensitive and cavalier I must say.’ 


Rama did not want to continue the conversation with his mother any longer and 
gave her the excuse that he had to see a patient. He had felt sick with guilt all week, but 
his passion for Dr Gud was undimmed. If anything, now that his mother knew he felt free 
to pursue his romance with more vigour. 2 


74 


CHAPTER TEN 


(After the storm...a dream came true) 


Gud in the Village of Paille, just across the Golden Bridge from Port Louis, an 

arrangement which suited Dr Gud. As she bustled around her kitchen, 
organising her life she couldn’t believe that what she so much wanted had finally 
happened—she and the love of her life were finally together and she loved every minute 
of it. It was the culmination of everything she had always dreamed, and never thought it 
would happen. She felt the long wait; the countless visits to Kovil had been worthwhile. It 
now meant she no longer had to sleep alone or lie awake at night wondering what Rama 
was doing. She no longer had to complain to Sterne asking why she had not received a 
call or text from the only one she had and would ever loved or even doubt if her future 
was with Rama. She looked back with a degree of amusement as she reflected on all the 
number of times they had quarrelled about stupid things and considered breaking up the 
relationship. 

Whilst sipping a cup of coffee she used her other hand to text Sterne. Finding the 
right words to describe how it felt to finally experience the joy of waking up next to her 
soul mate was quite a challenge, but one thing was clear: Everything about their lives 
together felt right, comfortable and safe. 

‘Really???’ 


; fter Rama had taken the brave step to leave his family, he was living with Dr 


Dr Gud never fully appreciated how being born with a silver spoon in her mouth 
gave her a better start in life over her friends. In a moment of reflection she recalled the 
earliest memories of her lying in a white carrycot with polka dots, covered with a lace 
canopy, filled with soft stuffed animals and beautiful dolls and golden rattles. It did not 
take her long to learn that if she let out a cry, someone would hurry to hold and comfort 
her. A strategy she had unashamedly brought with her in her adult life and used rather 
successfully. Her father was so protective of her that he would only allow selected visitors 
to hold her, others had to be content with staring down at her as she lay in her crib and 
they would exclaim over her unbelievable soft cream-coloured skin. 

Other memories flooded her consciousness, such as when she was twenty-four 
months old, and how her father would take her in the garden and as she touched the 
flowers, he told her, ‘they’re lovely, but you are more beautiful than any of them, my little 
princess. I better enjoy you now, because when you grow up your prince charming with 
his boyish charms would come and take you away from me.’ 

Many a time her father had tucked the warm pink blanket around her and watched 
her close her eyes and dropped off to a contented sleep. 

As she grew older she realised she was the daughter of a director of a sugar factory 
and was proud she had a mother—a homemaker—who had pleasing features, shapely 
thighs and hips but more importantly a heart of gold. The house she lived in was huge and 
the massive garden surrounding it was well fenced with tall bamboo trees designed to 
provide the ultimate privacy. That was the realm of Dr Gud. 

Growing up in such confined environment, had inevitably made Dr Gud feel 
lonely and even frightened at times, but out of respect and love for her parents she’d 
always described it as pleasant. However, she had privately admitted to a friend that at 
times she felt it was overly sterile and too controlled. Although she loved being with her 
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father and liked his playfulness, at the same time she was terrified by his fierceness. 
Nevertheless she enjoyed going to town with him and he would buy her whatever she 
wanted. Knowing how beautiful their daughter was as they watched her grow, her parents 
kept a close eye on her. Now that she was a grown woman, they were aware the interest 
that their daughter aroused in men. Neither he nor his wife had ever discussed sex with 
her. They were certain she was still a virgin. 

Now that she was a qualified doctor, they gave thought to how they could best 
protect her. Their mission was to see that their daughter did not fall in the wrong hand. 
One way was to marry her, but she was glad she’d resisted. Unknowing to them she had 
already found her Mr right, however wrong he might look to them or anyone else, but for 
obvious reason could not tell them. Whilst she was not the first young woman to have 
fallen in love with a married man much older than her, still she figured it would not have 
been their idea of a perfect couple. She had two brothers, one older and the other one 
younger than her and got on well with them. Her parents and siblings were the hub of her 
world until she’d met Rama and was consumed by him. They were crazy about each 
other. He kept insisting that eventually they’d have to stop seeing each other and she 
should go and start dating someone else. But he could never bring himself to break off 
with her or make her do it. After having been together for over a year, they were too 
attached. 

Since she’d graduated from medical school and took up employment at a local 
general hospital, a job she loved doing because it fulfilled her, she’d led something of a 
double life. To her parents she was that dutiful daughter who one day would make a 
husband of her own age very happy, but secretly only Rama could fulfil all her desires. 
She’d always told Rama that he was like the air she breathed and would wait for him 
forever. Finally that day had come for her and no one was going to take it away from her, 
not even her parents whom she adored and respected. She was one of those rare, talented 
Indian women who had always put her parents’ wishes first, but when Rama had come 
along she knew she had a difficult choice to make. It was either to go against their wishes 
and follow her heart, or uphold the family honour. She had chosen the former. Now that 
her prince charming had swept her off her feet, a whole new but different world had 
opened up for her. 

The house Rama and her were living was not as big as that of her parents or that of 
Maya’s, but it was a particularly nice one to start with. There was a big living room, a 
large comfortable dining room and kitchen combined, and a library that Dr Gud used as 
an office. And upstairs there were two spacious bedrooms, one with an en-suite shower 
and toilet. She used the second room as a guest room, which she could later on use for a 
baby should fate decide. Most of all it was cosy and tastefully decorated and furnished. 
One thing was certain: sharing it for the first time with someone she adored was a joy 
beyond belief. 
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Rama had left for work. Dr Gud was waiting impatiently for Rama’s decree nisi to 
come through. She had been busy practising being a good wife, a role she had been 
waiting to perform for a long time. Suddenly she heard a ping. She hurriedly picked up 
her phone. It was a text message from Sterne Clark which read: 

STERNE: So you have finally got what you wanted. Congratulations! 

Dr Gud: Yeah. I’m so happy, Sterne. I still can’t believe it. It’s like an impossible 
dream come true. 

STERNE: /’m glad for you. 


Dr Gud: You have been so supportive more than I could ever have expected from a 
friend. In fact, you have been more like a wise uncle, often seen in Indian movies. Thank 
you. 

STERNE: No need to thank me. You needed help and I’m glad I was able to help 
you. Now that my job is done, like a good fairy I am leaving for England tomorrow. Keep 
in touch. Byeee. 

Dr Gud: You bet I will. Don’t forget to check your Viber. Take good care of your 
health. BTW what time is your flight? 

STERNE: Lift offis at 21:30 but don’t bother to come to see me off. I hate saying 
goodbye. 
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THE NEXT DAY, Sterne arrived at the SSR airport in good time. When he heard 
the boarding call for his flight he left the coffee lounge and headed to the check-in gate. 
On board BA flight 2010, he settled in his seat. Moments later, the aircraft left SSR 
airport on time and took to the air. Just before take off, he’d received a text from Dr Gud 
saying: Bon Voyage my friend!!! He grinned. He tried to text her back, but the flight 
attendant flashed him a disapproving look when she saw him using his phone after they’d 
asked that all electronic devices be switched off. Sighing, Sterne turned his phone off 
immediately and stashed it in his pocket. As the plane cruised through the skies, Sterne 
took the opportunity to close his eyes. 

Eleven hours later his plane landed at Gatwick Airport, London. It taxied neatly to 
the gate. The weather was unusually warm. A few minutes later, pulling a hand luggage, 
Sterne was striding through the airport. He was almost smiling as he lined up to go 
through customs, in spite of the heat of the day and the number of people queuing ahead 
of him. Sterne loved England and he was glad to be back to his adopted country and could 
not wait to be with his wife, children, grandchildren again and two Birman cats. 

Since his retirement he had travelled to Mauritius once every year, mostly on his 
own. The bungalow he owned over there had become his second home. It was always 
interesting going to his homeland, visiting relations, old friends and enjoying the 
Mauritian cuisine. But that last trip was more than just meeting acquaintances or doing 
some DIY in his bungalow. He met Dr Gud and unexpectedly made a friend for life. 
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BACK IN THE PARADISE ISLAND OF MAURITIUS - Since Rama had gone to 
live with Dr Gud, he seemed to have lost his smiles. Everyday he came home he looked 
like he was carrying the world on his shoulders. 

‘What’s up Tarte Banane?’ Dr Gud asked, concerned of his aloofness. 

‘T can’t help thinking how Maya and Ginie are coping without me.’ 

‘I’m sure they are doing fine.’ 

“You’re probably right. But I don’t seem to be able to shake them off my mind.’ 

Dr Gud raised her eyebrows. ‘Now that you’ve got me, in due course you will 
forget them. Concentrate your effort on thinking of our lives together.’ 

Rama stared at her in astonishment. ‘Both you and Maya complained I can’t make 
up my mind. Now that I have, why don’t I feel good about it?’ 

“You have taken a big step, Tarte Banane. I know it was not easy for you, but Iam 
so proud you chose me over Maya. It shows you truly love me.’ 

Rama shook his head, then in a soft enquiring voice he asked, ‘are you Laddoo? I 
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mean are you really proud of me? Don’t you see what I have done? I have broken the 
heart of the mother of my child. Is that the kind of man you want to spend the rest of your 
life with?’ 
‘Stop torturing yourself. You could not help it and I could not help falling for you. 
Now, all we need to do is to have eyes only for each other and build a better life for us.’ 
Rama nodded gently in agreement. 


Dr Gud gifted him a reassuring smile. Sunday was a relaxed, lazy day. They had 
lunch in a little outdoor restaurant in Bagatelle, went back to the house and spent the 
remainder of the day together. It was the happiest moment of her life. She could not 
believe anyone could be so ecstatic. It was pure magic when they kissed, but she was just 
content to lie there on the sofa next to Rama and listen to him talk. Just being near him 
was enough for her. She found it odd, how things had worked out. 

‘Erhm... How about we get married, Tarte Banane?’ Dr Gud said. 


Being with Rama had restored her faith in men. He was hers. She knew that she 
would never need anything more, and it seemed incredible to her that she could be so 
lucky, that he felt the same way about her. 

‘We can’t get married until the decree nisi has been granted,’ Rama told her. 

‘When will that be?’ 

‘Soon I hope. Be patient...We will be able go to a registry office and get married 
very quickly,’ Rama added, ‘unless you want a big wedding?’ 

Dr Gud shook her head. ‘The registry office sounds wonderful,’ and he nodded. 
‘Erhm... by the way I have to attend a five-day conference in South Africa. We’ll do it on 
my return. I am sure the divorce would have come through by then. How does that 
sound?’ 

‘T didn’t know you were going to South Africa?’ Dr Gud complained. 

‘Neither did I, it was arranged for me at the last minute.’ 

“1—I don't know if I can stand being away from you that long.’ Dr Gud’s voice 
was shaky. 

Rama took her in his arms and held her. ‘You love me?’ he asked. 

‘More than my life,’ Dr Gud replied simply. 

‘How about helping me pack?’ 


Dr Gud helped him to prepare his suitcase. Two hours later Rama was on his way 
to the airport to catch his plane to his conference. He did not let Dr Gud drive to the 
airport with him. 

‘I don’t like good-byes,’ he said. 


Dr Gud spent the next five days in a state of euphoria, and spent hours dreaming 
about their life together. The days seemed to drag by, the minutes stubbornly refusing to 
move. She felt she would go out of her mind. First thing the next morning, she went to a 
dozen shops looking for a wedding outfit, and finally she found exactly what she wanted, 
at Jetha Tulsidas. It was a beautiful Pink Silk Readymade Sharara Style Salwar Suit. It 
cost much more than Dr Gud had anticipated, but she did not care. She used nearly all her 
own savings. Her whole being was centred on Rama. She thought about ways to please 
him, she searched through her mind for memories that might amuse him, anecdotes that 
would entertain him and bring back his smiles. She put on the wedding outfit, but quickly 
took it off again, for fear it might bring bad luck. She went into frenzy and put on the 
outfit again, stood in front of a full length mirror. She had never felt so beautiful. There 
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was no ego in her appraisal; simply pleased that finally she would no longer be the bride 
in waiting, she will be the bride and able to give herself as a gift to Rama. She waited for 
Rama to return, with agonising impatience. Everyday she checked the mail box to see if 
there was a letter from the Court indicating that Rama’s divorce had been granted. Each 
day that there was no letter, was a day of disappointment for her. 

Increasingly, she got concerned that if the divorce did not come through; Rama 
might change his mind and returned back to his wife. That was something she could not 
allow to happen, given all the troubles she had endured to win him. If she was to keep 
him, she needed a good strategy. Her thought drifted, Jf only Sterne was here, she wished. 
After some deliberation she picked her mobile and sent Sterne a text. 

‘Hello,’ she wrote. 

‘Hi.... how nice to hear from you,’ Sterne texted back. ‘Js everything okay?’ 

‘Rama is away at a conference. I am worried. He no longer smiles.’ 

‘Then make him smile.’ 

‘I think he misses his family. His divorce is taking a long time to come through. I 
am frightened he will change his mind and be done with me. I don’t know what to do.’ 

‘He is with you now. The fact that he has applied for a divorce means he is 
serious. Why don’t you encourage him to see his family, especially his daughter?’ 

‘I’m not stopping him.’ She lied. ‘I know I love him, but if he is missing his family 
that much, how can I force him to stay? I won’t force him.’ 

‘Stop thinking the worst. Relax.’ 

‘Tf he is having second thought, what should I do? Anyway don’t stress yourself. 
Byeee.’ 


Dr Gud was never good at asking for help. She would willingly share a problem 
with Sterne in the hope that he would offer her help without her having to ask for it. 
Sterne assumed that one possible reason for that strategy was that she disliked the idea of 
feeling obligated to reciprocate. He was not particularly worried as he expected nothing 
from her. 
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A LIFE WITHOUT RAMA - For some women marriage is a way of having sex, 
producing offspring and getting a man to take care of them. For Maya though, she was 
capable of taking care of herself, nevertheless, she wondered if she would still be able to 
take care of herself and her daughter, to fill out her own tax forms, and make sure her car 
insurance hadn’t lapsed. In the ten years of her marriage, she’d allowed herself to become 
so dependent on Rama by allowing him to take care of all the big problems in her life, and 
most of the little ones too, such as changing a light bulb. Living with Rama was like living 
in a balloon, with him always there to protect her. She counted on him for almost 
everything, and now that the balloon had burst, she had been left fully exposed. Would I 
be able to manage? She asked herself. However, she knew it was not the time for self 
doubt. Instead she needed to take the bull by the horn and make a life for herself and her 
daughter. Just as well she did not quit her job as Rama had wanted her to when they’d 
started their conjugal life that would really had left her in a precarious position. Since 
Rama walked out, Maya found it impossible to get going. She was disorganised all day, 
and she felt as though she couldn’t get anything done. By dinnertime, she still hadn’t left 
the house, and had puttered around all day, getting nothing accomplished. She assumed 
somehow she would get herself sorted. But the condition persisted for weeks. She barely 
managed to crawl through the days, and chauffeuring her daughter from here to there 


seemed to sap all the energy she had, and by ten o’clock at night she was in bed, gently 
snoring. 

I must be getting old, she groaned as she attempted to sort through a stack of bills, 
unable to do even that without feeling exhausted and distracted. 

Maybe I’m anaemic, she thought. She had been once or twice before, and it 
seemed a simple explanation of what was becoming an annoying problem. She hadn’t 
accomplished anything in the two weeks she had taken off work, and everything seemed 
like too much trouble. 

After yet another rotten night, first thing in the morning, she went to see her 
general practitioner (GP) for a blood test and a check-up, and for no reason she could 
think of, when she picked up Ginie that afternoon she already felt better. /¢ must have 
been all in my head, she concluded. 

Of course it could have been depression. It is a medical fact that the early sign of 
depression is chronic exhaustion. Anyway, whatever it was, it didn’t appear to have been 
anything serious. Even her GP, Dr Persaud had told her she seemed to be in good health, 
and she had even gained five pounds since Rama had walked out on her. It was no wonder 
all she did was sit around and sleep. She had promised to visit her mother Devi, and the 
following day, on her way out of the door, feeling tired, her GP had called her himself, 
which worried her. 

‘T have the results of your blood tests,’ Dr Persaud said to Maya. ‘Everything’s 
fine, you’re in good health, no anaemia, no major problems.’ 


Maya could almost visualise the doctor smiling, and she was so tired, it annoyed 
her. 

‘Then why am I so damn tired all the time, doctor? I can hardly put one foot after 
another.’ 

“Your memory is failing you, my dear.’ 

‘Great. Now, you’re telling me I’m getting senile? Terrific! That’s just what I 
wanted to hear at eight o’clock in the morning,’ Maya said to the doctor with a touch of 
sarcasm in her voice. 

‘Alright then, how about if I give you some good news?’ Dr Persaud said. 

‘Like what?’ 

‘Like a new baby.’ Dr Persaud sounded as though he had just announced a 
million-rupee gift and Maya felt as though she was going to faint with Ginie by her side, 
as she listened. 

‘Are you kidding? I am in no mood for joke. I... I can’t ... sugar!’ Maya sat down 
heavily in a convenient chair, fighting back tears. He couldn’t mean it. Though she knew 
he did. Suddenly she knew what she had been unwilling to face. Denial had kept her from 
knowing the truth. She hadn’t missed a period because she was anaemic. She was 
pregnant! 

Rama knew nothing about it before he’d left and that how Maya planned to keep 
it. If she was not going through a divorce, an abortion would have been unthinkable, but 
with no husband she was not going to have a baby. 

‘How pregnant am I, Dr Persaud?’ 

“When was your last period?’ 


Maya calculated rapidly backward and told Dr Persaud. In medical parlance, she 

was three weeks pregnant, which meant she had plenty of time to get an abortion. 
‘Congratulations, Maya. You’rea lucky girl. I hope your husband will be happy.’ 
‘He must not know.’ Her voice felt like lead in her throat as she said it. 
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‘Why? Is there a problem?’ 

‘T just don’t want him to know.’ 

‘Oh, that doesn’t sound fair.’ 

‘You’re right, I’m not fair,’ Maya replied as she thanked the doctor and hung up, 
and with shaking fingers dialled her gynaecologist, Dr Nazir, and made an appointment 
for the following morning. And then, in a panic, she remembered Devi was waiting for 
her. Maya would have liked not to go, but it wouldn’t have been just to her mother. She 
hurried out the door with Ginie and turned the key in the ignition of her two-seater 
Porsche Boxster. And as she did, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. She 
couldn’t believe what was happening to her ... it wasn’t fair, she complained to herself. 
As she reversed the car her back bumper hit a telegraph pole causing it to cave in and the 
engine stalled. ‘Shit,’ she shouted. She re-started the engine immediately and shot out of 
the driveway unconcerned of the damage she had incurred. Twenty minutes later she was 
at her mother’s place, looking pale, and feeling sick, knowing what she did now know. In 
Maya’s mind, her life had really taken a turn for the worse, more than she could ever have 
imagined. Devi asked what was bothering her, and Maya told her mother she had a 
splitting headache and instantly turned away to put the plates in the dishwasher so Devi 
wouldn’t see the lie in her eyes. 

When Maya was home, that night, she went straight to bed and managed 
somehow to get through breakfast the next morning. For a moment, her mind went on 
Rama and instead of loving him; she felt hatred towards him as she thought of what he 
had planted inside her. 

An hour later she was at the gynaecologist’s office, planning for her abortion, but 
Dr Nazir demanded how Rama felt about what she was doing. 

‘T... he ... uh ...” She couldn’t lie. Dr Nazir knew her and Rama. She looked 
directly at him with a strange light in her eyes, and in a soft voice, ‘Rama is not in the 
picture anymore.’ 

Dr Nazir frowned. ‘You don’t mean...’ 

‘Yes, he walked out on me three weeks ago,’ causing the doctor to sit back in his 
chair offering her a startle look. 


Dr Nazir had always thought that Maya and Rama had a very happy marriage, the 
kind in which two people confide easily and openly in each other. He listened to Maya 
and he slowly shook his head in disbelief. He and Rama had met a few times at medical 
conferences and had a very good opinion of each other. 

‘Forgive me. Am I right to assume Rama is the father of this child?’ 

“You assume correctly.’ 

‘Then, I think you’re making a mistake, Maya. Rama has a right to know. It’s his 
child too.’ 

‘Soon the decree nisi will come through, and he will be history.’ 


For a moment, there was an uncomfortable silence. 

‘T just don’t want to have this baby, Dr Nazir.’ Maya told the doctor all the reasons 
why and he made no comment, but when she was through, he said, ‘I would advise you to 
reconsider.’ 

Maya made a passionate plea. ‘Doctor, I am already raising one child on my own, 
I cannot afford to bring another one in the world. I am barely able to look after myself. In 
nine years, my daughter will be going to university. If I have this baby, Ill be tied down 
for eighteen years. The way my life is right now, it would be unfair for you to expect me 
to commit to raising two children on my own. It may sound incredibly selfish to you, but 
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that how I feel. Please don’t try to moralise me or change my mind.’ She pulled out a 
tissue from her handbag and wiped a tear fighting to come out from the corner of her eye. 

“You do know you will be able to claim alimony for both of them.’ And Maya 
answered instantly. ‘I don’t want his money.’ 

‘Well, I think you should make him take responsibility for his action. Call me in a 
few days, Maya. You have time to make the decision and still do things safely.’ 

‘Time will change nothing, Dr Nazir,’ Maya said defiantly. She felt angry and let 
down as she left the doctor’s office. She expected the doctor to solve the problem for her 
and he wasn’t. 


She went home and cried, and when Devi paid her an unexpected visit that 
evening, she was asleep on the sofa in the lounge with the TV on. Her daughter Ginie was 
asleep in her bedroom. 

As Devi walked into the lounge she touched Maya gently. Maya opened her eyes 
and looked up at her mother. ‘How are you today, Maya? You look tired.’ 

‘A little better, mother,’ Maya said as Devi sat down on the sofa near her and 
smiled at her. Her black hair looked messy by the wind. 

‘Is Ginie giving you a hard time?’ 

‘No ... she has been very good since her father left.’ 

‘So what’s wrong?’ Devi persisted. 

‘Nothing mother,’ Maya lied. 

‘Stop lying to me.’ Devi took off her overcoat, removed her scarf, and moved 
closer to her daughter on the sofa. ‘Don’t try and kid me. You’re worried sick about 
something. You went to the doctor, is there something I should know?’ 


For an instant Maya thought of what the gynaecologist had said ... You should 
reconsider your decision, Maya ... you should make Rama take responsibility for his 
action ... Rama should pay you alimony ... But I don’t want his money! Something inside 
her screamed. 

‘IT am fine, mother.” And then, forced by the honesty they had always shared, 
Maya let Devi pressed her into telling the truth. The pain of worry sliced through her like 
a knife as she gently took her mother’s hand in her own. She spoke in a whisper, from a 
gulf of despair, and then slowly raised her eyes to hers again, ‘I’m pregnant.’ 

For an instant, neither of them moved as Maya’s words sank in, and Devi’s whole 
body seemed to go slack from the tension that had seized her when Maya started 
speaking. ‘Oh my God ... why in hell were you trying to keep that from me?’ Devi sat 
back and squashed an embarrassing grin as she read the look in Maya’s eyes. 

“What are you going to do?’ 

‘I’m having an abortion, mother.’ 

‘Oh? When did you decide that?’ 

‘Within about thirty seconds of hearing the news, mother. I can’t afford to bring 
up another child on my own and it would not be fair to the child.’ 


Maya shook her head slowly, and was prepared for a bitter fight if it should come 
to that. She wasn’t going to have this baby and no one was going to force her, not even 
her mother. 

“We could take Rama to court and force him to pay his due.’ 

‘That’s what Dr Nazir said, but I don’t want.’ 

‘Grow up Maya.’ 

‘T have grown up, mother. Unfortunately you do not seem to have noticed.’ 


The harsh talked between mother and daughter continued for over one hour, and 
eventually throwing up her hands, Devi told her daughter to do whatever the hell she 
wanted and stormed out. 

The disagreement went on for days, and in the end, both Maya and her mother 
were drained, damaged, disillusioned, but somehow they managed to piece it all back 
together and Maya still wanted to go through with the abortion. As she was about to take 
the tablet she felt sad and questioned her decision even though she knew it was the right 
thing to do given the situation she was in. The main reason of her sadness was hugely 
because Rama and she had wanted another child. The next day she went to work and tried 
not to think about it and get use to her new life as a single mother. 2 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 


(The grass on the other side is not always greener) 


his return without telling Dr Gud, he went straight to see Maya. That was his 

first visit since he’d walked out on her. The news that Maya was pregnant and 
intended to abort the child had disturbed and angered him. His whole body went tight 
from the tension that seized him when he had heard it. 

The gate-bell rang. Maya looked at the digital peephole viewer but all she could 
see was a black screen. She proceeded to open the front door and saw Rama standing 
there. After hitting a button on the remote control embedded in the side wall the automatic 
gate slid opened allowing Rama to walk towards the front door. Seconds later they were 
standing at arms length and staring at each other. His partially white hair looked messy 
and whiter, and his face looked tired, but he still looked unbearably handsome to her. How 
could he have aged so quickly like that? She silently told herself. 

Rama knew Maya too well, and he could see the anguish in her eyes, the sorrow 
not born of guilt for what he feared she had done, but of anger of what had happened 
between them. 

‘What do you want?’ Maya asked angrily. 

‘I want to speak to you urgently. Can I come in please?’ 

“Why?’ 

‘...because this is not the place to talk.’ 


; fter receiving a private phone call, Rama cut short his trip to South Africa. On 


After a brief moment of hesitation, Maya opened the door wider, ‘come in,’ she 
said and led Rama into the lounge. He sat in his favourite sofa whilst Maya took a seat on 
a large settee opposite. 

“How are you, Maya?’ 

‘I am fine,’ she replied defiantly. 

‘That’s good...and Ginie?’ 

‘She is fine too. She is at her grandma...If I knew you were coming...’ 

‘I know, I should have called first... but you are alright?’ he asked again as if 
seeking double reassurance, and Maya nodded, fighting hard to maintain a brave face. 

‘So why do you look so dreadful?’ 

‘I’m tired, that’s all.’ 

‘Bullshit.’ Rama took off his jacket, loosened his tie and moved closer to her on 
the settee. ‘Stop this lie, Maya. I know.’ 

Maya tried to pull herself away from him but the armrest of the settee prevented 
her from doing so. 

With a puckered brow, ‘you know what?’ Maya asked daringly. 


She realised instantly that only three people knew of her pregnancy. She was able 
to right away rule out the possibility of Dr Persaud or Dr Nazir breaking confidentiality, 
but her mother always had a soft spot for Rama and when she had first heard he was 
divorcing Maya she’d put the blame squarely on her daughter. But never did Maya think 
her mother would blow the whistle on her. 

‘I know that you are pregnant.’ 

‘Ha! Who told you that?’ 


84 


85 


‘It doesn’t matter who. You are, aren’t you?’ 


Maya lowered her eyes and remained silent. 

‘Oh my God...why on earth didn’t you want me to know?’ He sat back and 
grinned nervously and almost immediately his smile faded as he saw the tears in Maya’s 
eyes. 

‘I only knew two weeks ago,’ she said sobbingly, ‘and you had already walked out 
on me. Although I had hoped you would change your mind and return, but when soon 
after I’ve picked up the divorce papers from the letter box, I lost all hope.’ 


When she’d seen that grin on Rama’s face, she almost slapped his face but was 
able to exercise great self-control. Rama admitted that he was a bit quick to send those 
papers in and revealed he was about to withdraw the application. His voice was soft and 
his eyes were full of tenderness, but she pulled her hand from his and lay back against the 
cushion, as if to get as far away from him as she could. 

Maya whispered as she slowly raised her eyes to his. ‘It’s too late now.’ Her voice 
sounded like it was coming from the bottom of a tomb. 

‘What is too late?’ Rama quickly asked with an angry stare. 

She closed her eyes and whispered. ‘There is no baby anymore.’ 

‘No baby!’ Rama echoed, raising his voice. What have you done to it?’ Before 
even hearing the answer it dawn on him. ‘Oh! No! Please tell me you haven’t...’ 


Maya burst out in tears, shouting, ‘it’s your entire fault.’ 

Rama shook his head. ‘How could you? How could you murder my baby? He got 
up and started to pace the room. ‘What is it with you? You know how we both wanted 
another child? Why did you abort it? You are fucking insane?’ 

‘No, I am not insane. But if I am, it is my insanity. I could not bring another baby 
on my own, especially when you have fucked off with that bimbo. You have your own life 
now and I have mine. You want another baby tell her to give you one.’ 

‘T would have paid for its upbringing.’ 

Her eyes opened wide. ‘But I don’t want your fucking money and I don’t want you 
either... Now get out of my house and let me be.’ 


For a moment, Rama stared angrily at Maya. He then picked up his coat and Maya 
watched him walk to the front door. He opened it and as he’d stepped out, he turned 
round. ‘I don’t know what’s so worthwhile killing that baby? I never thought I had 
married a killer... I’m glad I am out of it.’ 

‘Good. Go now.’ An incensed Maya rushed to the door, flung it shut and engaged 
the lock. 


She took herself to her bedroom and abandoned herself on the bed, cursing the day 
she was born; whilst outside, Rama was in his car and as he drove off, he left a trail of 
black rubber and smoke on the road. Before driving to Dr Gud, he’d stopped at a tavern, 
swallowed a few whiskies. When he pulled on the driveway of Dr Gud’s house, he got out 
of the car and moved inside the house recklessly, only to be confronted by worried Dr 
Gud in her dressing gown. 

‘What’s up, Tarte Banane?’ She asked. 

‘Leave me alone,’ Rama yelled, by-passing her he went straight to the drink 
cabinet, took a bottle of whisky and a glass, and went upstairs. 
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Dr Gud had never seen Rama acting that way before and for a moment she was 
frightened to go near him. Minutes later she took a chance and walked in the bedroom. 
Rama was sitting in bed with a glass of whisky in his hand which he could barely hold. He 
looked flushed. As he saw Dr Gud he lifted his glass to her. 

‘Cheers Laddoo,’ he said slurring his words. 

‘Are we celebrating anything?’ Dr Gud asked, calmly. 

‘Yessss. Get yourself a glass and come share a drink with me.’ 

‘Why don’t you first tell me, what we are celebrating?’ 

‘Ah!’ He gasped as he dropped his head, and then with great effort he lifted it up 
again. ‘Oh, yes. We’re cele ... celeb...celebra...ting us!’ His neck couldn’t hold his head 
any longer and it instantly flopped sideways. His speech was slurred. He looked totally 
fucked up. 

‘T think you have drunk enough for both of us already.’ 

‘Yow’ reright. You’re so bloo...o...ody right as usual.’ He could hardly pronounce 
his words. He looked pathetic. Clumsily, the glass slipped from his hand, spilling the 
content on the bed sheet and his body flopped like a half deflated rubber doll. 

Dr Gud shook her head in disbelief at what she was witnessing for the first time 
but kept her composure. She picked up the glass, rested it on the side table, and helped 
Rama to undress and get into bed properly. Seconds later he was snoring. 


38 28 3k 


THE FOLLOWING MORNING, Dr Gud was in the kitchen when Rama came 
downstairs looking dreadful. He let out a big sigh as he entered the breakfast area and 
abandoned himself in a chair. 

‘Good morning, Tarte Banane,’ said Dr Gud. 

‘Not for me it isn’t,” Rama replied looking grumpy. ‘I have a splitting headache,’ 
he complained. 

‘Teach you right,’ Dr Gud said forthright. ‘If you are looking for sympathy from 
me, then you will be disappointed,’ she added with a grin. ‘You know how I hate people 
who drink more than they can tolerate. I have a word for them, it’s not very pleasant. 
Anyway, what made you got so drunk last night?’ 

‘I can do with some black coffee, Laddoo?’ 

‘Here, have mine,’ she said, extending her right arm pass the cup. He took it and 
swallowed a mouthful, ‘and, now, how about an answer to my question?’ 

“Your question,’ Rama thought for a moment. ‘Oh yes, was I drunk? I can’t 
remember.’ 

Dr Gud shook her head. ‘Not only you were piss drunk; now it seems you have 
lost your memory as well. Terrific! Would you like breakfast?’ 

‘Just a slice of toast, please,’ he said with a laugh. 


Rama, of course, knew exactly the state he was in last night, but was too ashamed 
and a coward to admit it. The thought that Maya had killed his baby still distressed him 
but he tried hard not to say anything about it. He had thought of cancelling his application 
for a decree nisi, but after what Maya had done he was not so sure whether he should do 
so, but had not given up that thought altogether. 


38 3 2k 


In the village of Paille that night, Dr Gud was determined to bring back the smiles 
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on Rama’s face. She had prepared dinner which she intended to serve outside on the 
paving stone patio she had recently re-done. During their relationship, Rama had indulged 
her most of the time. He liked making her smile with his silly jokes. It was the myriad 
things she loved about him. Now, that Rama was truly a part of her life, it was hard for 
her to believe that they were actually together and she was hell bent in showing him that 
life with her was going to be much better. 

Dr Gud had made sure that the table was set properly. She set the flowers that she 
had arranged herself on the table. The table cloth was immaculate, and the crystal glasses 
and silver cutleries gleamed. Rama wouldn’t probably notice especially if he was tired 
when he got home, but what he sensed more than saw was the kind of home Dr Gud 
wanted to provide for him. She was faultless about details. Being a doctor herself, it was 
not surprising. She created an atmosphere of warmth and elegance that people flourished 
in. She did it not only for him but for herself as well. 

Rama was a very successful cardiologist who had worked very hard to get to the 
level he was. The house he was living in with Maya before he’d left to move in with Dr 
Gud was large and beautiful. It was a handsome concrete house, in one of the more 
luxurious neighbourhoods. Dr Gud was conscious that hers was very small in comparison, 
but she intended to move to a bigger place as soon as they had tied the knot. In the 
meantime what she had, modest as it was had to do. However, she had decorated it herself 
and knew that Rama loved it. She wanted to show him that she was the perfect wife for 
him, everything he had expected a wife to be, and that he would never have to regret 
leaving Maya for her. The one worry she had now was if her efforts would be appreciated. 
After months of nagging, months of praying and wishing, having now succeeded in 
getting him to take the difficult step of leaving Maya, and come to settle down with her, 
she could no longer imagine a life without him. She was saddened when Rama had told 
her that life with Maya had become boring. She had made up her mind that it would not 
be so with her, even if she had to give up her career to stay at home and be the wife he had 
always wanted to have. She was also prepared to dedicate her life and make it revolved 
entirely and unreservedly around him. 

If there was one thing that frightened her was that she knew she was not as good a 
cook as she would have liked to be. She had talked to Rama about it on several occasions, 
and he had jokingly said that she could always go to cookery classes. She was very aware 
that some of her friends and their marriages had shown signs of strain over the years, or 
even come apart entirely, and she was taking every step possible to prevent the same thing 
happening to her relationship with Rama. Not only she was sure she would love him 
forever, she was going to make sure he would feel the same towards her. She drew her 
certainty from her belief that Rama was kinder, gentler, more considerate, more 
sophisticated and seasoned than any other men. 

It was in fact the first special dinner she had organised for both of them. She 
preferred it to going in a restaurant. 

After checking the table and cruising through the house to check that everything 
was in good order, she had gone to take a shower and dress. She was looking forward to 
that evening, and hoped that Rama would get home in time. She was thinking of him, 
when she heard a car pulled in the driveway. It was nearly seven o’clock. She stuck her 
head in her bedroom window whilst she was still getting dressed to see who it was. She 
hurriedly pulled up the side zipper of a white lace skirt. She was already wearing a 
strapless tube top to match and medium-heeled silver sandals. 

Dr Gud was just coming down the stairs herself appearing very sexy and different 
with her hair in a braid as Rama walked in, with his briefcase in his hand, looking 
exhausted. It struck her as she looked at him how much handsome he looked and it made 
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her smile warmly at him. 

‘Hi Tarte Banane,’ she said as she went to Rama, and gave him a hug and a kiss, 
but he was so tired, he scarcely responded. She didn’t mention how wiped out he looked, 
she didn’t want to make him feel worse. But she knew he had been working long hours at 
his surgery for the past month, and it had been rough. He has had difficult patients to deal 
with. 

‘How was your day?’ she asked as she took his briefcase out of his hand and set it 
down on the hall chair. She was suddenly sorry that he may not feel in the mood to enjoy 
the evening with her rendering all her efforts pointless. 

‘Tiresome.’ He smiled at her which made her very happy to have extracted a smile 
which he had not shown for a long while. 

‘How was your day, Laddoo?’ Rama asked. 

‘Hmm... Busy. Why don’t you go and have a quick shower while I sort out 
dinner.’ 


Moments later Rama came down feeling refreshed. Without asking, Dr Gud 
walked to the drink cabinet and poured him a glass of whisky, and then returned to hand it 
to him. He looked relieved. He liked his whisky; it helped him forget the stresses of the 
day. 

‘Thanks,’ he said taking the glass from her and taking a sip, before he wandered 
into the living room and sat down. 

Everything around him was so neat and tidy. In a corner of the room, there was a 
vase of flowers nearly as tall as he was. He had never seen anything like it and it was 
never there before. There were roses, lilies, orchids, and gigantic flowers he didn’t even 
recognise. It was the most beautiful arrangement he’d ever seen, and its exotic scent 
perfumed the room. Little did he know Dr Gud had spent a fortune on that flower 
arrangement and had spent all day making the room itself looked very clean and 
welcoming! 

‘You are right, you have been busy?’ Rama commented with mischief in his voice. 

‘Thanks for noticing,’ she said. 

‘T’m glad you are managing to keep yourself busy.’ 


Dr Gud sat down on the couch, and snuggled up close to him. Even though he was 
tired, he made an effort to respond. He put an arm around her shoulders. He looked into 
her eyes and smiled at her in silence, for a moment admiring her, but enjoying saying 
nothing. He didn’t need to. The way his eyes caressed her said it all. He talked to her in 
soft undertone of someone who knew her well. She had always felt naked when being 
before him, and then he looked away. As they chatted, he was struck again by the little 
differences between her and Maya. They were both soft and warm and he couldn’t stop 
wishing they were both in his life. 

At nine o’clock they sat at table to eat. One large tray was full with sushi bought 
from a popular Japanese restaurant. On another tray were lobsters, crabs and oysters. On 
another still there were exotic salads and traditional Mexican food. They both liked their 
food, and were not averse to tickling their taste buds whenever possible. They started to 
eat. 

‘Wine?’ Rama asked Dr Gud as he picked up a bottle of Oyster Bay Pinot Noir. 

‘Yes please.’ 

Rama poured her a glass and did the same for him. Then holding his glass, ‘to us,’ 
he said. 

‘To us,’ Dr Gud repeated and touched her glass with his. 
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Whilst they were eating, Rama could see his life with Dr Gud had all the 
indications that it would be different to the ones he has had for the last ten years. Still, he 
regretted he had to choose one. Ideally he wanted both. After all it was the twentieth 
century. He did not want to sound ungrateful but he felt the urge to seek clarification. 

‘Can we afford this lifestyle, Laddoo?’ 

‘Of course, we can,’ she said with conviction. ‘You work and I work, why not?’ 
After a pause, ‘I told you, you deserve better... you are worth it. I am going to fatten you 
Upics' 

*...for the kill?’ Rama intervened with a grin. 

‘No. It is because I love you Tarte Banane and I want to have something to hold 
on to when I cuddle close to you.’ 

‘But I like the way I am.’ 

“You could do with a bit more flesh and muscles. You know it. Admit it.’ 

‘This wine really tastes nice,’ said Rama attempting to shift the conversation to a 
different topic. He knew he was Gandhi look-alike, but that had never bothered him. 2 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


(Decree Nisi or Polygamy? that is the question.) 


MONTHS LATER 
Living together, neither Rama nor Dr Gud was totally happy. Absurdly, 
they were not unhappy either. All along Rama needed and wanted both Maya 
and Dr Gud in his life. For ten years Maya had fulfilled his desires, but it was 
only when he had met Dr Gud that he became aware there was an empty space inside him 
that only she could fill. Dr Gud made him feel young again. She was the fountain of youth 
and hope for him. Everything was exciting about her, just sitting and talking to her made 
him feel like a boy again, and the time they spent making love to each other drove him out 
of his mind. No woman had made him felt that way, not even Maya. His love making with 
Maya had been satisfying and respectable, and he had cherished it for all the years they’d 
shared together, but what he shared with Dr Gud was a passion he had never even 
believed was possible, and now that he knew better he was torn between the two. He did 
not want to choose and didn’t see why he had to. He knew some people would say that 
loving both of them was breaking all the rules, but he profoundly disagreed with that view 
point because the rules were merely a restriction imposed in some societies. He felt he had 
enough love for both of them that neither woman would feel wanting. 

For him leaving home and moving in with Dr Gud was a trial. It was like a school 
he was attending, a step in his larger plan. Admittedly, the thought that Maya had killed 
his baby had upset his plan in a big way, but he had not yet closed the door completely on 
her. However Dr Gud was a conformist. For her, three in a relationship was a crowd. 
Sharing him was never something she felt she could entertain. She continued to look for 
ways of showing Rama that life with her was going to be better and she could fulfil all his 
desires thus removing the need for him to look elsewhere. Her plan was to make her home 
a place where he would always look forward to come to and she would be the only 
woman he would ever need and want from there onwards. She remembered how difficult 
it was to persuade him to fight for their love. Whilst growing up she’d learned that real 
men don’t love the most beautiful woman in the world, they love the woman who can 
make their world the most beautiful. That what she intended to do, and now having got 
him, as far as she was concerned it was game, set, and match against Maya! But was it? 

She figured, if Rama truly loved her he would never let her go no matter how hard 
the situation turned out to be and conversely because she loved him, Rama would 
understand that no matter how angry she may be with him at times, she will still stick to 
him like a leech. 


38 38 ok 


Rama was absolutely driven to be with Dr Gud, and share his life with her, and she 
was just as much in love with him. She had been distraught over whether or not to see 
him, or if he would leave his wife eventually. She didn’t think he would, knowing how 
important his family was to him, and he’d always said what a good woman Maya was and 
didn’t deserve to be hurt. But after the last time Dr Gud had threatened to break it off with 
him, he had finally made up his mind, and moved in with her. And now it appeared he had 
no choice but to divorce his wife. Divorcing Maya was the price of entry into the life he 
wanted. But unknown to Dr Gud it was not all he wanted. Did he really want to sacrifice 
Maya to have Dr Gud? 
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38 28 2k 


On the day Rama was walking out, Maya had wanted to ask him if he would go to 
counselling with her, but he never gave her a chance. Something she had never 
understood. Was I really that bad? A question Maya had ever since asked herself, and 
continued to do so. Another question she had asked, how could I not have known? And 
felt miserable, stupid and broken. Maya truly trusted him. She never thought he would 
cheat on her and deserted her like that. After his departure, she continued to miss him and 
in her heart she knew, given the chance she would forgive him and probably even share 
him. Now that in the blink of an eye, her duties to him as a wife was over and when the 
divorce is through, his responsibilities to her would no longer exist, all she had to think 
about was herself and her daughter. More than half of her life had been spent taking care 
of Rama and Ginie and she would have happily continued to do so for a long time to 
come. Fortunately, Rama had willingly allowed her to keep the house, all the furniture and 
one car. Even the savings she had in her bank account, which was a sizable amount, Rama 
had agreed she could keep. Rama had also offered to give her a monthly allowance and 
pay maintenance for Ginie, which she had initially refused, however later on, on advice of 
the family lawyer she accepted his financial support. 

After her surreal tragic situation, she had not stopped crying herself to sleep and 
every morning when she turned over in bed to look for Rama only to discover he was not 
there, she would shed buckets. Sometimes, Ginie would come in her bed and noticed the 
sadness on her mother’s face would enquire, ‘are you okay, mum?’ 

‘I’m fine. Just tired,’ she would say, and would bring her daughter close to her, as 
a way of bringing comfort to them both. 


At times she would think of her friend Indira who had loss her husband in a car 
crash and remember her saying that for the first nine months after her lost, she had kept 
expecting her husband to walk through the door, hug her, and say it was all a bad dream. 
Maya wished that Rama would do just that. Dr Gud would then vanish into the clouds, 
and she and Rama would get back to their life as before. 


38 28 2k 


Unexpectedly the day had opened up with rain and it was quite gloomy outside. 
Where had that beautiful sunny Mauritian weather gone? Rama wondered. However, he 
could not care as he was not working and had planned to stay in. He turned over in bed 
and as soon as he did he saw Dr Gud was still sleeping. He slipped out of bed and went to 
the bathroom to wash. Soon after Dr Gud opened her eyes and saw Rama having a shave. 
She put on a bathrobe and went downstairs to make tea for both of them. As she’d reached 
the kitchen she saw the postman put a batch of mails in the letter box. She went to pick 
them up. The moment she got back in the kitchen she looked through them all searching 
for a letter from the court, and when she saw nothing she was disappointed. She was 
under the impression that a decree nisi was a relatively quick order by the court stating the 
date on which Rama’s marriage will end. She wondered if Maya had provided a good 
reason stopping the court from granting the divorce. If so, what could that be? 

She heard the kettle whistling and she immediately picked up two cups and two 
tea bags, placed one in each cup and poured hot water in them. Whilst she was adding the 
milk and sugar, Rama walked in, gave her a kiss on the cheek, she looked at him lovingly 
and he then took a seat at the table. She immediately handed him his tea and he took it 
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from her with a cheerful expression and she took a seat opposite him. Rama started to 
look through the mails and when he had finished, Dr Gud asked with great curiosity, ‘any 
news from the court?’ 

He shook his head. ‘No... Nothing!’ he said, not really appearing disappointed. 

‘It’s taking a long time, don’t you think?’ 

‘I guess they must be busy.’ 

‘T have been thinking, you don’t think Maya has opposed your divorce application, 
do you?’ and Rama shook his head. What he was not telling her is that he had temporarily 
suspended his application. 


After his last meeting with Maya, he’d realised how much he’d hurt her and that 
was never his intention. He knew Dr Gud loved him and he loved her, but it was never his 
plan to lose Maya and he was determined to persuade both women to share him. He had a 
feeling that Maya might, but he was not sure how Dr Gud would feel about it. His survival 
was at stake, he wasn’t going to let Dr Gud have it all her own way. Jt was time for 
compromise, he thought, and there should be no losers. As far as Rama was concerned, Dr 
Gud, from the very beginning had told him she would never take him away from his 
family, yet this was what was going to happen if he proceeded with divorcing Maya and 
marry her. However, he could see a win, win option. All Dr Gud had to do now was to 
accept that the best way forward was to agree to share him with Maya. He was aware that 
although polygamy was not a prevalent practice in the island nation of Mauritius and 
polygamous unions were not legally recognised, a lawyer friend of his had informed him 
that the practice was not a criminal offence, thus if he wanted to stay married to Maya and 
still go ahead and marry Dr Gud, it was unlikely that he would be prosecuted. However to 
err on the side of caution he advised Rama to have a church wedding, this way, at least in 
the eyes of God, if not in the eyes of the law, he would have made an honest woman of 
her. Would he be able to sell this plan to both women? He wondered nervously. 

There was a long silence that ensured prompting Dr Gud to ask, ‘are you okay, 
Tarte Banane?’ He nodded, but could not bring himself to say what was on his mind. 

He was not sure of the best way to share his plan with her and test her reaction. He 
certainly didn’t want to upset her or cause her to become hysterical. He didn’t feel it was 
the right time and couldn’t imagine when it would be. And he knew he had to tell Maya 
too. 

‘Are you going out today, Laddoo?’ 

‘What? In that weather, you must be joking.’ And she smiled eerily at him as she 
patted his arm, and walked upstairs to do the bedroom, leaving Rama to himself. 

As she was removing the pillows from their cases she could smell Rama’s cologne 
on his pillow. For a moment she did not want to change his pillow case. She had just 
started to get use to that smell she adored so much, she couldn’t imagine a life without 
Rama, now that she got him in her corner to fight for their love. She could hardly wait for 
him to be free and they could have that quick wedding she and Ram had talked about. As 
she opened the wardrobe, she caught sight of the box containing the wedding outfit she 
had already bought from Jetha Tulsidas. She took the box out, opened it and she had 
barely peeped at the outfit when she heard footsteps on the stairs. She hurriedly closed the 
box and put it away, and continued to do the bed. In her mind she was counting the days 
to her wedding day and getting increasingly impatient. Every fibre of her body knew that 
Rama was the man for her. The man she would die for and had admitted to Sterne Clark 
that she had on several occasions contemplated killing herself if she could not have him. 

Rama came in and grabbed her from behind saying, ‘I have been thinking,’ then he 
threw her on the bed and they started to kiss, and played with each other like two young 
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lovers. 

“You were saying?’ Dr Gud reminded Rama. ‘What have you been thinking?’ 

‘What?’ he said, as if he had just come out of a reverie. 

“You said a moment ago, you had been thinking.’ 

‘Oh yes... since it doesn’t look like the rain is going to stop, how about we stay in 
bed all day, just you and me?’ 

‘Just you and me, hey?’ Dr Gud echoed. ‘What a fascinating idea! For a moment I 
thought you were going to say why not invite Maya to participate.’ 

‘Don’t be vulgar,’ Rama said, and jokingly added, ‘if only you were serious.’ 

‘I can be...I know that thought had crossed your dirty mind, admit it,’ and Rama 
grinned. 


Rama wondered if that was the moment he had been waiting for, to bring up the 
issue of Dr Gud sharing him with Maya and whether or not to seize on the opportunity 
that had presented itself to him. After some thoughts, he took the courage of discussing 
his plan with her. Amazingly, the discussion went better than he had expected. There was 
a moment when she wanted to slap his face, but somehow she was able to control herself 
and allowed their talk to develop in a civilised manner and they fleshed out the pros and 
cons of such a ludicrous suggestion. She liked the idea that Rama was not proposing that 
she become his mistress, which she would definitely have been opposed to. One thing she 
was sure was that she didn’t want to be the bride in waiting for an indefinite period and 
what was being proposed appeared to be the best of both worlds for all three of them. 
After all it was a known fact that the practice of polygamy was not strange. 

For a moment Dr Gud’s thoughts drifted on Sterne. What would his advice be? 
She wondered. From the moment she had first met Sterne she had sussed out he was a 
broad minded sort of guy and wise too. He was not averse to a young woman being in 
love with someone nearly twice her age, who in this case happened to be her. 

‘I don’t want to be intrusive,’ Sterne had once told Dr Gud, ‘but do you worry 
about the age difference between you?’ and to which she had answered, ‘No.’ She was 
quite categorical with her response. 

‘And what about the fact that Rama is married?’ 

‘I don’t want to split him with his family,’ she had said honestly. 


The thought that she had been trying to have her cake and eat it had plagued her 
ever since she started her relationship with Rama. She had never wanted to be seen as a 
marriage breaker or a selfish woman who had only her best interest at heart and who 
considered herself as unlucky to have fallen in love. Many a time she had thought of lying 
to Rama by telling him that she didn’t love him and disappeared to a place he would never 
find her and had even mastered the courage to say just that to him once and was horrified 
to see his reaction and the tears that she brought to his eyes. 

‘Love doesn’t always respect the boundaries of age or marriage,’ Sterne had once 
wisely told her and Dr Gud couldn’t agree with it more. She was having first hand 
knowledge of it. She was a woman in love and there was nothing she or anyone could do 
about it. 

‘Laddoo,’ Dr Gud said to Rama as they lay on the bed next to each other. “Do you 
think Maya would agree to this Ménage a trois?’ 

‘To be truthful,’ he said, ‘I don’t know.’ 


All he knew was that love had walked into the lives of all three of them. None of 
them had any control over it and they had no idea what face it was going to wear. But now 
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that it had unmasked itself, it just looked so unfair that one of them was going to be the 
loser, which couldn’t be right, unless they acted wisely. The thoughts that their respective 
parents would raise eyebrows and may even cause havoc had crossed their minds, but that 
was not part of their immediate concern and as to what people around them would say 
was even less of a worry for them. 

Dr Gud looked peaceful and happy that she and Rama had talked so candidly with 
each other than she could ever have expected. She couldn’t imagine how thrilled she 
would be if Maya subscribes to that plan. After they had stopped the discussion, she 
mused about how strange life was. She began to accept that the kind of life she had 
dreamt with Rama was suddenly starting to take a new form. Did she have the appetite for 
it? Or was love at any price came too dear? Of course it all depended on Maya going 
along with the idea of Ménage a trois; and she would most certainly want to be the main 
wife, i.e. the queen wife, which was fair enough she guessed. 

The next day Dr Gud texted Sterne and told him about the discussion she had with 
Rama. 

‘Hmm...interesting,’ Sterne texted back sensibly. ‘That would really be a win, win 
solution isn’t it?’ 

‘So you think it is okay, do you?’ Dr Gud, texted back. 

‘If you are comfortable with it, then that’s all that counts. Good luck!’ Sterne 
texted, looking uncritical. 

‘Do you think Maya would accept this arrangement?’ Dr Gud enquired with 
interest. 

‘I don’tknow. She might. Before I left Mauritius I would have said “not a chance.” 
Now I’m not sure. Lots have changed, but shit, Dr Gud, if you’re happy, Maya and Rama 
are happy, you all three love each other, go for it. Why not? Maybe following the norm 
doesn’t matter as much as we think.’ 

‘Maybe I need my head examined,’ Dr Gud texted, with a grin. 

‘IT wonder if my wife would mind this...err...what you called it?’ 

‘Menage a trois?’ 

‘Yes, that one,’ Sterne texted with a laugh. 

‘Sorry, I got to go. Byeee.’ 


The SMS conversation ended. 2 


95 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


(Forever! For better or worse, till death do us part!) 


HE FOLLOWING WEEK 
Maya’s landline rang several times, and she never answered it. The answer- 


machine was on, and she found out later that the calls were from Devi. She 
had rather wished they were from Rama telling her he’d changed his mind 

and was coming home, but she continued to live in hopes. Ginie came in and out of the 
study several times wanting to know when Rama would come and take her out. She was 
tempted to say soon but didn’t want to give her false expectation. She ended saying she 
didn’t know and continue reading the pregnancy to-do-checklist which her doctor had 
given her, paying particular attention to things such as booking antenatal classes, telling 
her boss she was pregnant, sticking to a sensible and appropriate diet, buying things she 
would need for the baby. She felt guilty for lying to Rama that she had aborted the baby, 
but it was her way of taking her revenge on Rama, by hurting him like he had hurt her. 

Sunday was usually the day when Rama would have taken her and Ginie to visit 
his mother. As he was no more there, she had spent some time in Ginie’s room helping 
her with her homework. When that was done she went in the kitchen to cook dinner. 
When Ginie heard rattling pots and pans, she came out of her room and saw her mother 
standing in the kitchen, looking confused. Maya didn’t appear to know what she was 
doing, or what to cook for dinner. When she saw Ginie she looked at her with an 
anguished expression. 

‘What’s the matter mum? You look strange. If you do not feel like cooking, don’t 
worry, I’m not particularly hungry.’ Ginie looked worried about her mother, she was a 
sensible girl, and could see how rotten Maya felt, and hated that Rama was not there to 
take care of her. She had not seen him since she had watched him leave. Now seeing the 
obvious distress on her mother’s face, upset her. Despite her best effort Maya could not 
hold her tears. 

‘Don’t cry mum,’ and Maya quickly wiped her eyes.’ 


Maya sat down at the kitchen table, reached for Ginie’s hands and held them tight. 
“Your father left because I was so stupid not to realise he had been unhappy for a long 
time. Life had become too boring for him.’ Taking a deep breath, she looked gently at 
Ginie, “your father has decided he didn’t want to be married to me anymore.’ 

“You are not stupid mum, he is the stupid one.’ 

‘He still loves you, Ginie,’ Maya said reassuringly. ‘It’s me he doesn’t love.’ As 
she said it, her lip trembled, and she started to cry again, and Ginie put her arms around 
her. When Maya looked up, she saw that Ginie was crying too. 

‘If he should change his mind, and wants to come home, would you accept him 
back, mum?’ Ginie asked through tears, still clinging to Maya. 

Maya hesitated for a long moment, wishing she didn’t have to answer. ‘What do 
you think I should do?’ 

‘I wish you would,’ Ginie said honestly. ‘Then we would be a family again.’ She 
didn’t know that there was another woman in her father’s life, and Maya had not told her. 
Neither had she told her that she was pregnant with a baby boy. 
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Suddenly the gate-bell rang and Ginie rushed to the front door, looked at the 
digital peephole viewer and saw Rama standing there. 

‘Daddy,’ she shouted with excitement and Maya quickly rushed to the downstairs 
toilet to wash her face. 


When Maya came out Ginie had already opened the automatic gate and Rama was 
standing by the front door holding Ginie in his arms. The conversation she had earlier 
with her daughter had made her realised that being a family again would make her 
daughter happy. She hated the idea of being a single mother with another baby on the 
way. She had been wondering who would look after her if she should go sick, or 
something happened to her? Albeit she had her parents but it was not their responsibilities 
any more to take care of her. Who would give her a kiss and a cuddle when she falls 
down, or made love to her? She had so many questions but no real answers. The reality of 
it all was overwhelming. 

Seeing Rama standing there, she questioned if he had come to his senses. She 
wanted him to reconsider his decision but after having led him to believe that she aborted 
his baby, she was sure there was no fat chance of him wanting to come and start again. In 
his eyes she was a killer. Rama was too proud a man to want to spend the remainder of his 
life with someone who destroyed the baby he wanted, especially a boy he’d so much 
wanted to carry his name. 

They looked at each other unsure what to say. What she really wanted to say was 
for him to go away and leave them be, but after having heard what her daughter would 
like to see happen, she needed to mind her words. 

She looked at Ginie and said, ‘take your father in the lounge and talk to him there,’ 
and she turned her back to them and started to walk towards the stairs to her bedroom. 

‘Err...I would like to talk to you too, Maya, if I may,’ Rama said and Maya turned 
round immediately, ‘what about? Haven’t we said everything we needed to say to each 
other?’ 

‘No,’ Rama said simply as they gazed at each other. 


After a brief reflection, Maya made her way towards the lounge followed by Rama 
and Ginie. That was the first time Ginie had seen her father since the day he walked out. 
During that period she felt mixed emotions towards him, but deep down she loved her 
father and the feelings were mutual. 

“So how have you been doing at school, Ginie?’ 

‘Good.’ She let out a big uncontrollable giggle. ‘Mum has been helping me with 
my homework. I want you to help me too, would you dad?’ and Rama nodded as he cast a 
gaze towards Maya. The latter glared at him from her seat and then sighed deeply. ‘We 
can talk about it.’ 

‘Sweetheart,’ Maya said to Ginie. ‘How about you go to your room and let daddy 
and I have a chat?’ Ginie obeyed. 


Maya and Rama spent over an hour talking, mostly about how they were getting 
on with their life apart. She also told him the effect his departure continue to have on 
Ginie now that their family has been blown to bits and how furious she was that she had 
been left to clean up the mess he had left behind. 

‘Tam sorry I did not think of that,’ said Rama. 

‘Too right you didn’t,’ she said, sounding as frantic as she felt and he avoided eye 
contact. 

“We are where we are.’ He couldn’t help noticing that she was still wearing her 
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wedding ring. ‘Err... I just would like you to know that I’ve suspended my application for 
a divorce.’ 

“What made you do that?’ 

‘I realised I may have rushed into it.’ 

‘Dr Gud knows about this?’ 

‘No.’ 


Maya missed him next to her; and wondered if he was experiencing the same 
thing. She looked into his eyes hoping she would be able to tell but Rama was very good 
at hiding his emotion. 

She was worried of making a fool of herself but she took a chance, ‘I want you 
back Rama.’ 


After a long moment, looking straight into her eyes he spoke. Maya could hardly 
hear his voice as she blew her nose. 

‘I’m really sorry...this is not how I wanted our life together to end and I still don’t. 
Ten years ago I made a vow: Forever. For better or worse, till death do us part! I just do 
not want to throw our life away, but I can’t give up Dr Gud.’ He sounded helpless and 
forlorn as he sat there feeling pity for himself. 


‘What are you saying? I am confused...what you mean you can’t give her up?’ 
Maya asked, loving him so much she couldn’t bear seeing him suffer and she was ready to 
do anything to save her marriage. 

After a long silence he finally answered her, ‘I mean there is no need for me to 
give her up.’ 

“You mean you want to keep her as a mistress?’ 

‘No, as a second wife, actually,’ he said and Maya nearly choked. 

“What? Are you crazy...I think I need a stiff drink.” Maya got up and approached 
the drink cabinet. ‘Do you care for one?’ and Rama answered, ‘a double black please.’ 


‘Dr Gud isn’t pregnant, is she?’ Maya asked, sounding horrified. It never crossed 
her mind until now. Even if that was the case, Maya would rather suffer the humiliation of 
what he was proposing than lose him entirely. 


She had heard of men having more than one wife and had even watched a 
documentary on TV, where the women seemed to co-exist happily. Jf they could why 
should not I? She questioned herself, especially now that it appears her husband wanted it 
too and this would certainly preserve their marriage. 

‘No, she is not pregnant,’ Rama said. 

‘That’s a relief, because I am.’ 

‘Come again,’ Rama said with a frown. ‘I thought you said—’ 

‘Well I didn’t, and I am not a killer like you made me to be.’ 


Suddenly Rama was lost for words. Just thinking that he was about to walk away 
from a woman who was carrying his child filled him with disgust. He had never felt such 
a pillock in his entire life. Whether the two women accept his plan or not, he knew one 
thing for certain, he could not go ahead with the divorce even if he wanted to. 

‘So you’re not going to get rid of it?’ 

“What? Throw away a boy?’ 
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That was music to Rama’s ears, a boy to carry his name forward. The future 
suddenly looked very different to what he had planned it to be. He knew Maya was a 
wonderful woman and was a good wife in her own way and so was Dr Gud. He had no 
intention of letting either one down and hoped the same from them. He sat and stared at 
Maya for a long time, and then slowly got up out of his sofa and went to stand in front of 
her; he sank to his knees, and bowed his head. He stayed there staring at her feet. When he 
looked up he saw tears rolled out of the corners of her eyes onto her sari, and gently he 
stroked her hair. Then, with tender agony and loving feelings they knew they were made 
to be together, warts and all. 

‘I must go now,’ said Rama as he got up to his feet. 

‘I don’t want you to go,’ Maya said softly. “You can sleep in the spare room if you 
want.’ 

‘I must. Dr Gud would be waiting. But I’1l come to see you and Ginie soon.’ 


When he went to say goodbye to Ginie she had her head resting on the desk and 
she was fast asleep. He picked her up, took her to her bedroom and gave her a goodnight 
kiss, then left. 


38 28 3k 


It was Sunday before Sterne had received a text from Dr Gud in response to the 
one he’d sent her six days previously asking if she had tried to call him. 

‘Hi, yes...did try to call but my phone just shut down!’ 

‘You need to get it sorted,’ wrote Sterne. ‘What did you want to talk about?’ 

‘Just to say Iam off to India.’ 

‘When?’ 

“Actually I am driving to the airport right now. I'll call you.’ 

‘You are not running away I hope?’ 


Since Dr Gud had texted Sterne about Rama’s intention of having her as a second 
wife, she had in further conversations explained that she loved him and had an intense 
love story. It didn’t matter to her that he had a family. All she wanted is to be married 
to him and to be with him. Her parents, having heard of it, were against the marriage, 
but she was prepared to defy their wishes and go forward with it. The arrangement 
was he would spend alternate days with each wife. Neither Dr Gud nor Maya was 
overjoyed with the situation but for them that was better than not having him at all. 

A week later Dr Gud returned from India and called Sterne as promised to tell him 
discreetly that she could not wait to be seen openly with Rama. Surprisingly, within days, 
Maya and Dr Gud had become objects of concern. Parents on all sides were horrified to 
realise what was going on. It was a bitter lesson to learn that lightning can strike when one 
least expects it. 


38 28 2k 


Neema and her husband Dewan paid their daughter, Dr Gud an unexpected visit. 

‘Hi, babe,’ Neema said, trying to sound calm when deep inside she was boiling 
with anger. ‘How are you?’ and Dr Gud was dreading what her mother was thinking. She 
hadn’t had the guts to call and tell her. She just couldn’t. It was too strange. She had not 
even prepared how she was going to defend herself. 

‘Hi mother. So you heard?’ Dr Gud asked, as she went into the kitchen to switch 
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on the kettle and they followed her. 

“Yes, we have,’ but Neema still didn’t know if the parents of Maya and Rama 
knew and she was going to ask her. ‘Your father and I decided to come over and hear 
what you got to say.’ 

‘What is there to say,’ Dr Gud said honestly, ‘I bet you think I’m not worthy of 
being your daughter.’ 

‘It is because you are our daughter, this is why we are concerned,’ Dewan 
intervened. 

‘Don’t be concern about me. I’m 27 years old and I think I am old enough to 
decide how I want to live my life and I hope you aren’t going to impose your views on 
me, dad.’ 

‘Impose my views,’ Dewan echoed in anger. ‘Don’t you have any respect for us?’ 

Neema cut in. ‘Think what the neighbours are going to say. How could you 
dishonour our family like so?’ 

‘I love Rama, mum and dad. Unless I have him I might as well be dead.’ 

Dewan looking earnest, ‘when you were little I called you princess...’ 

Dr Gud cut in, ‘yes dad, you did and you also told me one day my prince charming 
would come and take me away from you. Well he has come, so please dad, let me be. Let 
me follow my heart and live my life.’ 

Neema trying to be more conciliatory, ‘you are a beautiful girl, I am sure we can 
find you a young unattached man closer to your age—’ 

‘I am sure you can mother, and then what? Live a miserable life with him? Is that 
what you want?’ 

‘It doesn’t have to be like that. Of course we’ll make sure you love him first. We 
will not force you to marry someone you do not love,’ Neema tried to reassure her 
daughter. 

‘I love Rama only. I want to be with him for ever.’ 

“What about his wife and kid?’ Dewan asked loudly. 

‘It is sorted.’ 

‘How? Is he leaving his family?’ 

‘No, dad.’ 

“What then, you just going to stay with him as his mistress?’ 

‘No, as his second wife!’ 

‘Oh my God,’ Neema said, sounding shock. 

‘A polygamous relationship, wow!’ Dewan mocked, shaking his head, trying to 
give his daughter a clue how he disapproved. 


Neema and Dewan walked out feeling quite deflated. Dr Gud needed to catch her 
breath. She had been wondering how she was going to face her parents and now that she 
had, she felt relieved but sad. All she wanted now was to be left alone so that she could 
build a life with Rama. All the way home Neema told her husband that he must do 
something but Dewan didn’t know what he could do and having seen how determined his 
daughter was to proceed with her plan he wondered if he should be doing anything other 
than hoping that she come to her senses and change course. However, he was more 
inclined to let it be, because unknown to Neema he himself had a mistress. 


38 38 3k 


Rama was delighted that his plan was falling into place. There was no more 
pressure on him to divorce Maya or to give up Dr Gud. He couldn’t wait to fix a date for 
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the wedding and Dr Gud had been dying to put on the wedding outfit she had bought and 
stashed away in her wardrobe for quite a while. 

Rama was in his surgery when his receptionist took a phone call. 

‘Can I speak with Dr Kaminski please?’ 

‘Who is calling?’ asked the receptionist. 

‘Oh, his wife, Mrs Kaminski.’ 

The receptionist buzzed Rama and told him his wife was on line one. He hit button 
one immediately, “yes Maya.’ 

‘T have been thinking...err...I want you to bring Dr Gud to-night.’ 

Rama was flabbergasted. ‘Are you sure?’ 

‘Yes. If we are all going to live like a happy family, then I think we should start 
acting like one. Besides Ginie needs to know her.’ 

Rama nodded. ‘You have a point. Leave it with me.’ 

‘T think it is the right thing to do. See you both tonight.’ Maya looked very happy 
and as she was about to end the call Rama asked, ‘have you told Ginie about Dr Gud?’ 
and she replied, ‘not yet but I will before she arrives.’ The line went dead. 

Maya made another phone call to her hairdresser. She wanted to make herself look 
her best. When no one picked up the phone, she decided to drive there. As she entered the 
salon she was greeted by a young lady. 

“Yes madam,’ the lady said, and Maya told her what she wanted. 

‘Do you want to make an appointment?’ the lady asked and grabbed the 
appointment book. 

‘Err...you see I tried to ring but no one picked up the phone...could you do me 
now?’ 

The lady shook her head. ‘I am very sorry...’ 

Maya cut in. ‘Please it’s very important. I would be very grateful.’ 

‘We are full right now; I can’t fit you at such short notice.’ 

‘It shouldn’t take long...’ Maya interrupted the lady. 

‘I am sorry madam,’ and immediately turned her back to her and as she rested the 
book on the counter an older woman came towards them. 

‘Are you the manageress?’ Maya asked and the woman nodded. ‘I was saying to 
the young lady that I need my hair done now...err...I got the money...I am prepared to 
pay double, if you could do it now.’ 

‘Alright Jenny, I’ll attend to this lady,’ the manageress said then turning to Maya, 
‘Tam sorry madam we are behind as it is.’ 

‘Couldn’t you try please, it’s for a very personal reason,’ Maya begged. ‘I don’t 
need a lot doing to it, just a simple shampoo and set.’ 

The manageress gazed at her for a moment and smiled. ‘For a special occasion is 
it? Alright Pll give you a shampoo and set, but what you really need is a perm.’ 

‘Oh, would you?’ Maya grinned. 

‘Very well madam, you go into that cubicle,’ the manageress gestured with her 
hand, ‘and I’ll get someone to you as soon as I can.’ 

“Thank you, thank you very much.’ 


Maya walked towards the cubicle, watched by the Manageress. 2 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


(The best of both worlds) 


t 6 o’clock Rama and Dr Gud had arrived. Maya went to open the door, 
wearing a white sari and blouse. She looked gorgeous and her hairdo was eye 
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catching, whilst Ginie was dismissively casual, wearing a sweatshirt and jeans. 
As Ginie saw a very attractive young woman standing next to her father, and looked like a 
younger version of her mother, she knew it must be the person her mother had talked to 
her earlier on. The resemblance was striking. It was as though her father had turned back 
the clock, with a woman who was younger than her mother. 

Maya had already met Dr Gud. Rama introduced Ginie to Dr Gud and they all 
proceeded to the lounge. After a brief chit chat they sat at table and had a meal together. 
Finally at the end of the meal, Dr Gud looked at Ginie and spoke cautiously to her about 
the future. She had disagreed profoundly with Rama about meeting Ginie so soon, and 
was well aware of how strange it was going to look, but she felt it was probably better 
now than later. She was keen to get the situation to normality as soon as possible. She was 
tired of all the secrecy. 

‘So you are going to be my second mother?’ Ginie asked spontaneously and Dr 
Gud quickly said, ‘I prefer to think we are going to be friends, you and me, good friends.’ 

‘Friends,’ Ginie echoed with a giggle as she looked at her parents. 

‘Are you and my dad friends too?’ 

‘Yes,’ Dr Gud nodded hesitantly. ‘But I also love your dad.’ 

‘I love my dad too.’ 

“Your dad will always love you.’ 

“Where do you live?’ Ginie asked. 

‘A few miles from here... you are welcome to come.’ 

“Would you take me dad?’ and Rama nodded with a grin on his face. 
“Would that be okay with you mum?’ and Maya nodded. 


After that they chatted about various things. And at ten-thirty, Dr Gud looked at 
Rama and said they had to go. They all hugged each other promising they would meet 
again. 

‘How do you think it went?’ Rama asked Dr Gud as they settled in the car, and he 
put the key in the ignition ready to drive off. 


Both Maya and Ginie had been extremely well behaved. Dr Gud couldn’t believe 
how polite Maya had been, although she had not said much to her. 

‘T think both your wife and daughter look like they’re in shock. I don’t blame them 
because I’d be pretty shocked too.’ And she had been when she had first learnt her own 
father was keeping a mistress but had to swear that she would never tell. It was a familiar 
story to her; although what she was doing with Rama had gone one step further. It was a 
life she had chosen, for better for worse, for the rest of her life. 


38 2K ok 


FIVE WEEKS LATER Rama and Dr Gud had fixed the date of their wedding and 
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it took place on Xmas eve in a small church. Nothing weird happened. In her dark hair 
piled in a stylish bun atop her head and dazzling in a pink and gold salwar kameez, Dr 
Gud looked every inch glamorous as she went down the aisle. There were two key 
distinctions, instead of the vows being, ‘till death do us part,’ it was, ‘for time and all 
eternity.” And right before doing the vows, Maya grabbed the hand of Rama and Dr Gud 
and joined them together as a symbol that she agreed to what’s going on and gave her 
husband away. 

Rama and Dr Gud had exchanged their vows and were man and wife. He had a 
second wife and was glad he didn’t have to divorce Maya. All four of them left for the 
Seychelles the next day, and a new life started for them. Soon it was going to be a new 
year, a new life, a new day. 


38 28 2k 


Maya was coping well with her pregnancy and Rama was thrilled. Dr Gud was 
sure her turn would come. Therefore there was no need for her to feel jealous. 

Seven months later Maya’s baby came and as expected it was a handsome boy. 
Rama was happy and he loved the baby, but seeing Dr Gud’s face swept the present away 
as he saw envy written on her forehead. 

Rama did his best to give attention to both women in his life. He knew babies 
make big mess and he was witnessing it with the new arrival. The baby seemed to scream 
all the time, and every time he tried to play with him, he threw up, causing him concerns. 
It didn’t look like a normal thing to him. After seeking the advice of Dr Persaud, he was 
reassured that there was nothing to be worried about. 


28 2K 


TWO YEARS LATER Dr Gud looked content as a working co-wife. Whilst she 
did not look unusual, yet to some people she was. Despite that, living in a polygamous 
union did not stop her being happy as evident in a text message she sent to her friend 
Sterne. 

‘Hello, how are you?’ 

‘I’m fine,’ Sterne texted back, ‘and how is the union going?’ 

‘I’m glad I was opened to being a polygamous wife.’ 


Dr Gud admitted to Sterne that most of her friends joked about it. Perhaps the 
most annoying for her was what she got was something quite different, with Rama 
spending a total of just six months in her company over their two-year marriage. He had 
been spending at most a couple of hours a week with her, instead of the three to four days 
they had originally agreed upon. Being a co-wife was not what she’d really aimed for in 
life but given the nature of her relationship with Rama, what she got was the best deal 
because she was too much in love and preferred being married than living as a mistress. 
She told Sterne, that Rama’s heart was the place for her, all warm, nice and cosy! It's the 
only place she would want her home to be, whether it’s morning, noon or night! What 
made it worked for her was that she and Rama had the same level of thinking. They 
wanted to be together and a part-time marriage was the answer. 

‘How is your relationship with Maya?’ 

‘Well, I'd hoped it would be like “Sex and the City”, but initially there were some 
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tension and jealousy and I kept away from Maya, but it got better as time went on.’ 


Some people would argue that men are polygamous by nature and this type of 
union works as long as the women involved are not the jealous type. The purpose of 
having Dr Gud as a second wife was to meet the needs of Rama for what he was not 
getting from Maya. /sn’t that better than having an affair and coming home, giving the 
wife Chlamydia? 


Sterne texted, ‘see if you can get him to spend more time with you, but always 
remember that marriage is like a cake, for it to be a beautiful one you need to put in 
beautiful ingredients.’ 

‘Hmm... that’s one for me to remember.’ She smiled. 

‘As long as you are sharing responsibilities and not chasing one another down, 
stick in hand, you would be alright, my friend.’ 

‘No, no chasing going on, at least not now, LOL.’ 

‘Got to go. Take care. Byeee.’ 

‘You take care too my friend,’ Dr Gud texted and the conversation ended. 
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THE FOLLOWING WEEK Sterne Clark called Dr Gud and said he was returning 
to Mauritius to work on his bungalow, which needed some attention following a cyclone 
that had visited the island and wondered if they could meet for dinner. She remembered a 
previous conversation she had with Sterne and her promise to him, so she agreed to see 
him. He was, after all, a good friend who had helped her in her moments of needs and she 
didn’t want to be rude, although being a doctor she was always very busy. 

‘That would be nice,’ Dr Gud said. ‘Do you want to come to my place?’ She 
didn’t mind cooking for him, and thought that might be an easier arrangement, but Sterne 
didn’t want to give her extra work prompting him to suggest they meet in a restaurant. 

“That would be fine. I know a nice one not far from where I live.’ 

‘Great.’ 

‘Err... would you mind if I bring Rama along?’ 

‘Of course not! Now that you are married I would not have it any other way,’ said 
Sterne. 


Dr Gud confirmed she would book the restaurant for 7.00 p.m. on Sunday, which 
was two days after his arrival. Before hanging up she gave him the name and address of 
the restaurant. 

On the day, Sterne went to the Happy Rajah Indian Restaurant, Commercial 
Centre Phoenix, where they had agreed to meet. It was a very nice place with excellent 
reviews. As he entered, he was guided to a table where to his surprise he not only found 
Dr Gud and Rama but Ginie and Maya holding a baby, were also there waiting for him. 
He was pleased to see them all and they hugged each other. He was wearing his usual 
khaki trousers, designer jersey top and straw hat. 

‘How are you?’ Dr Gud asked him with a warm smile, and he looked at her and 
couldn’t believe how well she looked as they sat around a circular table. 

‘I am fine,’ he answered. 

They scanned the menu and placed their orders. They’d all decided to start with 
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crab soup, and Dr Gud knowing how Sterne liked his wine, she’d asked the waiter to 
bring a chilled bottle of Champagne. 

‘How was your flight?’ Rama asked comfortably. 

‘Not too tiresome,’ Sterne said. 

‘Tam sorry I could not pick you up on this occasion.’ 

‘Not to worry, I had a pre-booked taxi, anyway.’ 


Dinner was served around seven-thirty, and Sterne loved the meal. He thought the 
lamb madras was tasty and commented that the crab soup was one of his favourite entrées. 


‘So Maya, what a beautiful baby you got,’ Sterne complimented her. ‘I can see by 
the way your baby is dressed, it’s a boy. What’s his name?’ 

‘Just what Rama and I wanted,’ Maya said. ‘His name is Navashen.’ 

‘What a wonderful name,’ Sterne remarked. ‘What does it mean?’ 

‘It means the one who brings hope.’ And Sterne nodded with a grin. 

Dr Gud cut in and asked casually, ‘how long are you staying this time Sterne?’ 

‘Not for very long, just a month. I actually got a trip to Israel booked for my wife 
and me, when I get back.’ 

‘T love Israel,’ Maya said. 

“You sound like you’ve been there? Sterne said, and Maya quickly clarified that 
she hadn’t yet but hoped to go there one of these days. 


They talked about almost everything and Dr Gud inevitably talked about her 
wedding and how she thought things were working out. Maya didn’t appear to have an 
axe to grind about their polygamous union, which Sterne thought was good to hear. He 
felt the energy he had put into helping Dr Gud had not been wasted. There was a time 
when he thought Dr Gud had little chance of making her dream come true, but he was 
glad that everything had eventually worked out against all odds. After almost three hours, 
they had finished their meal. Sterne wanted to pay but Dr Gud insisted that she would pick 
up the tab and they walked out of the restaurant. When they got to the car park they all 
greeted Sterne goodbye. 

Dr Gud made a point of planting two kisses on Sterne’s cheeks and whispered, 
‘thank you, Sterne. You’ve have been terrific. You are the first real friend I’ve ever had.’ 


Dr Gud had a great deal of respect for Sterne and the latter wished everything goes 
smoothly for them. As Sterne got in his car, before driving off, he stuck his hand out of 
the window and waved goodbye. He drove his car out of the parking lot, smiling to 
himself. Like a lone ranger he drove under the moonlight and was never seen or heard 
from ever again! But on the wall of Dr Gud’s study was a picture of Sterne reminding her 
that true friendship and trust are two of the greatest gifts one can give to someone which 
should be cherished and treasured. Whilst Rama had earned a place in Dr Gud’s heart, 
Sterne had earned his place on her wall! 
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After months of loneliness, tears, and self-doubts and even lost of faith in God, Dr 
Gud had finally turned her impossible dream into a reality. There were no more sleepless 
nights crying and wondering if the love of her life was indeed her future or whether a 
suitor chosen for her by her parents would have been better. For her it was a decisive 
victory. She may have upset some people in her entourage and got their back up, but that 


was always inevitable. For whenever you go against the norm you are regarded as a 
freak, a non-conformist, a deviant. But as long as she was comfortable with the future she 
had chosen, and was not breaking the law, then who cares? As the saying goes, live and 
let live. It is well worth remembering, if you judge a person because they act or look 
different to you, then you are the one with the issue! 

Rama couldn’t have wished for a better outcome. He too had finally had the best 
of both worlds. He was very happy how events had turned in his favour. Having both 
Maya and Dr Gud in his life was an extra ordinary gift for him, one that he treasured for 
the rest of his life. He felt so fulfilled that there was no further need for him to look for 
wife no.3. 

Perhaps, the biggest beneficiary was Maya who through compromise got to keep 
her husband without the need to kill her baby in order to make ends meet. Now looking 
back she was happy to have settled for a polygamous life style. 
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It was a golden spring for Rama and the two women in his life. He divided his 
time between them, and still found time to spend with his children. His children loved 
him, and when his two children were in the company of Dr Gud they liked her as well. 
For Ginie all the pieces of the puzzle fit, even better than before and that was the odd part. 
It was almost as though she couldn’t remember her previous life. Everything was so 
seamless, she felt as though she had always had Dr Gud in her life. 

Rama, his two wives and two children took a cruise, touring the Indian Ocean and 
enjoying life together. On their return, Maya was alone with Rama. 

‘I love you, Rama,’ she said. ‘Thank you for remaining my husband. It was the 
best gift in the world.’ And as she lay in the bed next to him that night, she sighed. There 
was something positive about having Dr Gud around; who loved her children like her 
own. 

“You know, I was thinking,’ Rama said to Maya with a yawn, as he cuddled up 
next to her in the dark. ‘Maybe it’s not such a bad idea for Dr Gud to have a child of her 
own.’ 

There was a long silent pause, as Maya looked up at Rama with a smile. ‘Is that 
what you’ve been thinking? What a terrific idea.’ 

‘That’s true,’ Rama said, nodding. He hadn’t thought of that. Since Dr Gud didn’t 
live in the same town, she would have a child of her own to make her feel complete. 


The past had given birth to the present. They were happy to reap what they’d 
sown. Since only God knew what the future holds in store for them they were content to 
believe that only the best awaits them. 
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Lying on a bench near a stream in a Park, in the county of Kent, was an old man 
with his eyes closed clutching a star-shaped crystal. Dressed in khaki trousers, designer 
jersey top and straw hat he looked so peaceful, and I went to take a seat near him. 

Sensing that someone was standing near him he opened his eyes to look at me, and 
I recognised him immediately. ‘I finally found you Sterne Clark,’ I said. 

He frowned. ‘Who are you?’ he said looking puzzled. 

‘I’m Lazarus,’ I said. 
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‘Lazarus,’ he echoed and sat up. ‘Never heard of you, do you live around here?’ 

‘No. I’m from up there,’ I said pointing to the sky. 

“Oh yeah,’ Sterne said with a smirk. ‘What are you doing here on earth, Lazarus?’ 

‘I have been sent to take you back,’ I said. 

‘Can’t I stay a bit longer?’ 

‘No, not really Sterne, we need to hurry back.’ 

“You know, Lazarus, since I have been here you are the only one who has stopped 
to talk to me.’ 

‘Oh! Is that so? I wonder why?’ 

‘Most probably when they looked they saw me asleep they didn’t want to disturb 
me, but although my eyes might have been closed, unknown to them, nothing much past 
me unnoticed.’ 

“What happened to your home and family?’ 

‘Gone... This is my everything... my home, my kingdom!’ After a long silence, 
‘you know, Lazarus, just before you came I was reminiscing.’ 

‘I hope you enjoyed the flashback.’ 

‘Hmm... sort of, I could not stop thinking of those two doctors. They were so 
madly in love with each other but somehow they felt trapped and didn’t know what to do. 
They struggled to find a solution and bizarrely they sought my help.’ 

‘And you gave it them, right?’ 

“Yes, I supported them as much as I could.’ 

‘And that was very good of you, and you succeeded too?’ 

“Well, all I know is that when I last saw them they were smiling.’ 


Suddenly a thick fog came out of nowhere and engulfed both of us. When it had 
cleared, both Sterne and I were back in the unseen heavenly realm. However, Sterne had 
insisted on leaving on the bench a crystal he had brought with him, inside which was 
buried a picture of Rama, with Maya and Dr Gud on either side of him. Whoever picks it 
up will know of them. 


---The End --- 
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by 


Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his 
future, in his homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, he 
gathered his belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After he 
married Henrietta, his small wage working as a Civil Engineer was just about 
enough to pay his mortgage. He held two jobs working very long hours to 
provide for his small family. Enrico and Henrietta kept themselves to 
themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were excited because their 
daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate from London, was 
returning home after four years of absence. They had cooked the best dinner 
they could afford to welcome her. What happened a week after her return 
launched a series of events that would trouble and haunt the Swanson family 
for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“ A great read that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


z keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
, edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
4 wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
;~*  more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
ee eae good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 


become the basis for a film script.” 
Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


‘S Sex! Lies:arid Murdér 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into a 
new house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she is 
home alone, a stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her husband will 
blame her for allowing it to happen, she decides not to report the crime to the 


police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, decides 


to break off the illicit relationship. 
Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the 


identity of the abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue her 
son and save her marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


a “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 

Ee YONEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 
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Amazon Customer. 


| 


Sex. Lies and Murder 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter Emery. 
Bored with her dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one day a man 
comes to clean her swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for him hook, line 


and sinker. 
Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil in 


disguise with nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Sex, Lies and Murder 


BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I start 
looking forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by (a) the 
mystery around the ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be renewed; 
(b) the development in Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." Vicky Duval, Mauritian reader. 
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Warm up those cold winter nights with these 
books. Be part of this exclusive group of readers! 
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Sex Liés and Murder 


A"Great, great, great. Amazing 
ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“A very interesting book! 
Sydney S Chellen is a great 
writer with fascinating 
imagination! First time I 


“T read the book. Very 
nice one. Lovely story, 
very creative and spicy. 
The last sentence 
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Duval, Mauritian reader. 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native country did 


not want you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for the Mauritian 


society and context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad 
Donaldson, who is married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance teacher 
from Essex who is fifteen years his junior. After seven years of what he thought was a 
happy marriage, his life turns upside down when he learns her hidden secret. How will he 
handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and Chad’s life ever be the same again? 


A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mts. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 
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A thrilling story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that his 
four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he vows that if 
he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, she sends him into 
a fit of fury. How far is he going to go to put asunder what God has joined? Moreover, is he going to 
succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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5 . interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
. : . blend of love 
will excite and bring bdcdane 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mauritus 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in love 
with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after divorcing 
each other, they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and marries Clive, a 
plastic surgeon who is more than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five years later Ed comes 
back home to attend the funeral of his father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet again. Though Samantha 
rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back he pesters her. Days later, Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. 
Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, is a by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s love, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 
surprise some readers. Set on the 
island of Mauritius the story will 
adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. 
Kent. UK. 


a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 
two lovers’. Should 
we be allowed to 
have our cake and 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached 
house in the city and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair with 
his assistant, Dr Gud. The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair unless Rama 
divorces his wife and marries her instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Prega Valaydon, 
Mauritian Reader. 
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won’t want to put 


it down. 
Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 


“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful 
Russian nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono finds 
himself embroiled in s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and 
uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to get back his home, his wife and his life. Will he 
find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make the 
most of the situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation was 
becoming desperate until a British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but the latter 
were prepared to retaliate. How far would they go? Learn more by going through this new novel by Sydney 


S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 
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DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 
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A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been rushed 
to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his body of the 
deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew 
taking too much of a risk as they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as well 
as entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The man who 


LOST HIS SOUL 


by 
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2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five-year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 


from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 
territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 


A Step Too 


A abeiting ary of line, 


Aad peek emma mashey a me 


Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge isan 0-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0-06-318295-5 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and RoW. isbn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Dr. Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for 10 years. 
They have a beautiful teenage daughter, a detached house in 
the City and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except 
Rama is secretly having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. 
The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to 
end the affair unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her 
instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his 
lover. 
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